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Delicate Jeſter; 


Wit and Humour diveſted of bib 
CONTAINING. | 


Great Vaiety of entertaining 


"He ALES, | ANECDOTES, as 
ALLEGORIES, REPAR TEES: 


Of Ferſons remarkable for Wit and Under=- 
ſtanding, 


INTERMIXED WITH 


MS, ee and 
GS EPITAPHS 


Moſt of the materials entirely new. 


The whole put together with ſuch particular Care as 
not to offend the Ears of Chaſtity, or infringe on the 
Rules of Morality, Decency and good Manners, yet 
at the ſame Time loſe nothing of their Force and 
Brilliancy ; which indiſputably renders this. the: only 
Book of the kind yet publiſhed, worthy the Sandtion 
of ſober Families, who cannot be too watchful over NY 
the * Amuſements of their Children. | 
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Delicate Jeſter. 


E 0 Theſpis, the honour of the invention of the teal 
gic ſcene hath been given by ſome authors ; but 
they were miſtaken : it was he however that new mo- 
delled if, and with ſuch ſucceſs that his performances 
drew at that time all the world after them, Amongſt 
the reſt, SoL ox, the famous law-giver, uſed to attend 
at thoſe repreſentations for the ſake of hearing Theſpis, 
who acted himſelf, which was always a cuſtom with the 
ancient poets ; when the play was ended, he called to 
Theſpis, and aſked him, Why he was not aſhamed 
to utter ſuch lyes before ſo many people.” Theſpis 
made anſwer, ** That there were no harm in lyes of = 
ſort, and 1 in poetical fictions, which were made for di- 
verſion.” No, replied Solon, [giving a great ftroke 
. with his ſtick upon the , but if we ſuffer and 

. approve of lying for our di werſion, it will quickly find ts 
way into all our ſerious * 4 


6 | N 


1 

De ODD FELLOW, 
THERE was an old man, and tho' its not common, 

Vet if he ſaid true, he was born of a woman; 
And tho? it's incredible, yet I've been told, 
He was once a meer infant, but age made him old. 
Whene'er he was hungry he long'd for ſome meat ; 
And, if he could get it, tis ſaid he would eat: 
When thirſty he'd drink, if you gave him the pot, 
And his liquor :noſt commonly ran down his throat. 
He ſeldom or never could ſee without light; 
And yet I've been told he could hear in the night: 
He has oft been awake in the day-time, *tis ſaid, 
And has fallen aſleep as he lay in his bed. 
"Tis reported his tongue always mov'd when he talk'd ; 
And he ftirr'd both his arms and his legs when he walk'd, 
And his gait was ſo odd, had you ſeen him, you'd burſt, 
For one leg or t'other would always be firſt. 


His face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen ; 
For if *twas not waſh'd *twas {eldom quite clean, 


He ſhew'd moſt of his teeth, when he happen'd to grin, 
And his mouth ſtood a-crofs *twixt his noſe and his chin, 


If this whimſical chap had a river to pais, 
If he could not get over he'd ſtay where he was; 
And tho? he ne'er ventur'd to quit the dry grognd, 
Viet fo great was his luck, that he never was 4 
Among other ſtrange os that befel this poor yeoman, 
He was married, poor ſoul, and his wife was, a woman ; 
And if not by that liar (Miſs Fame) we're beguil'd, 
We may rightly affirm, he was never with child, 

At laft he fell ſick, as old chronicles tell, 

And then as folks ſaid, he was not very well: 

But what was more ftrarge, in ſo weak a condition, 

As he could not give fees, he could get no phyſician, 
What wonder, he dy'd ! yet tis ſaid that his death, 
Was occaſion'd at lait by the want of his breath: 
But! peace to his bones, that in aſhes now moulder, 


Had he liv'd a day longer, he'd been a day older. 
| | „ TS 
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TCH, 1 
A certain member of a former parliament, having 


heard many ſpeeches in the houſe to the great applauie 
of the ſpeakers, grew ambitious of riſing to rival glory 


by his oratory, Accordingly he watched for a favourable 


opportunity to open, and at Jength an occaſion pre- 
ſented itſelf: It was on a motion being made in the 
houſe for enforcing the execution of ſome ſtatute ; on 
which public ſpirited motion, the orator in embrio roſe 
dolemnly up, and after giving three loud hems, ſpoke as 
follows: 3 | 

«© Mr. Speaker -- have we laws, or have we not laws? 
--- If we have laws and they are not obſerved, to what 
end were thoſe laws made? - ſo ſaying, he fat himſelf 
down, his cheſt heaving high with conſcious importance: 
When another member roſe up, and delivered his 
thoughts in theſe words : --- _ | 

*« Mr. Speaker --- did the honourable gentleman, who 


Jhoke laſt, ſpeak to the purpoſe, or not ſpeak io the purpoſe ? 
If he did not ſpeak to the purpoſe, to what purpoſe did he 


/peak ? which apropos reply ſet the houſe into ſuch a fit 
of laughter, as diſcouraged the young orator from ever 
attempting to ſpeak again. © | 


A perſon obſerving another odly accoutered near the 


palace, imagined he held ſome place there; and on 
aſking a friend who was with him, what office that gen- 
tleman might have ; Why, Sir, replied the other, that 
gentleman at preſent fills the honourable poſt of rat- 
catcher in chief to the royal family; it is his duty to 
deſtroy all the vermin that infeſt the court, and for which 
he hath an appointed ſalary of fifty pounds a year. By 


the L--q, exclaimed the other, he'd deſerve: fifty: thouſand 


if he was to do his buſmeſs effettually. 


Amongſt the many wonderful modern inventions, 


there is one of a very extraordinary nature. A woman 
has found out the art of laying eggs; as any one may ſa- 
tisfy himſelf by taking a walk to Whitechapel, where 


he will find a board over a door with this inſcription ; 


Freſh butter every day, 
And Eggs new laid BY ME, 


| B 2 


Anne Johnſon, 


FTT 
On the FIRST PAIR. An Eprcran 


ADAM alone could not be eaſy ; 
So he muſt have a wife, an ' Pleaſe ye ye. 
And how did he procure this wife, 
To cheer his ſolitary life? 


Out of a ri5, Sir, from bis fide, 
Was form'd this neceſſary bride: 
But how did he the pain beguile ? 
How ? --- He {lept ſweetly all the while. 


And when this rib was re-apply'd, 

In woman's form to Adam's ſide ; 
How then I pray yeu, did it anſwer? 
He never flept 10 o ſweet again, Sir.“ 


The CHOICE. As FP1GRAM. 


THREE nymphs who diſplay'd beauties almoſt divii.e,. 
Once caught raviſh'd Thomas's eye; 
* Which, ſeid Thomas's friend, would'it thou pack on 
«242 af for chine ! ; 
Thomas archly made him this reply : 
Since to Paris's judgment, as fam'd poets tell us, 
Troy ow'd it's deplorable fall, 
And fince of her beauty each fair one is jealous, 
To make ſure, I wou'd e'en chuſe em all.” 


The exa® Copy of an EPITAPEH i the Church-Yard af 
| Andover in Hampſhire, | 


„ FRE lies father and mother and I, 
Who all dy'd in the ſpace of one ſhort year; 

They all lies buried at Wimple in this county, 
Bavept I, --- and I lies buried here, 


auler againſt the back of the chancel in Southampton. 
Church-Yard. 


- UNDER this ſtone 
Doth lie old Joan; 
Who not caring to lie alone, 


1 Sav'd a little money, to buy her a head ſtone. 


— — — — _ 


i 

A ſubſcription was once propoſed to ſtrike a medal 
in honour of the recovery of the prince of Orange by 
the Bath waters; application was accordingly made to 
an eminent artiſt for a deſign ; which was executed, and 
ſhewn to many of the nobility and gentry. Moſt of 
them thought it out of character, and ill executed: but, 
as they were divided in their opinion, it was referred to 
Mr. Naſh, the maſter of the ceremonies ; and the gen- 
leman who carried it to him delivered it in a paſſion, 
and ſaid it was a pick-pocket piece of work. Don't be 
angry, ſaid Mr. Naſh, looking at the piece, don't be 
angry, Sir; the man may in all probability be à very honeſt 
man, as it is abſelutely clear he is no defigner, 


A captain of a man of war had got a circle round him 
in one of the rooms at Bath, whom he was entertaining 
with ſome wonderful phznomenon which he had: ſeen at 
ſea: When looking round, and perceiving a gentleman 
laugh, he grew angry, and ſaid, You don't believe 
me then, Sir?” “ Why, Sir, ſays the gentleman, did 
you ſee it?” Ves, I did,” anſwered he. Well, if 
you /aw it, ſaid the gentleman, 7 will believe it; but I 
- would not if I had ſeen it myſelf. 1 | 

An Engliſh gentleman aſked Sir Richard Steel, who 
was an Iriſbman, what was the reaſon that his country- 
men were ſo remarkable for blundering, Fazh, ſaid the 
knight, I Believe there is ſomething in the air of Ireland; 
and I dare ſay, if an Engliſhman was born there, he would 

do the Jame. | 


A judge upon the bench aſked an old man what age 
he was? IT am eight and fourſcore, my lord, fays he; 
and why not fourſcore and eight, ſays the judge ; be- 
cauſe, ſays he, I was eight before I was fourſcore. 


A dog coming open mouthed at- a ſerjeant upon a 
march, he ran the ſpear of his halbert into his throat, 
and killed him. The owner coming out, raved ex- 
tremely that his dog was killed, and aſked the ſerjeant, 
Why he could not as well have ftruck at him with the 
blunt end of his halbert?“ So aveuld, ſaid he, if be 


had made at me with his tail. 
| B 3 | Lord 
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To the LapIES on the proſent faſhions, 


IF our grandames of old, 

From their graves could behold 

How their daughters like mad-women dreſs, 
As they he in their tombs, 13 
They'd repent that their wombs 1 

Ever bore ſuch a whimſical race. 'V 


% 


n 34A. M. 


CRIES Sylvia to a reverend dean, 
What reaſon can be given, | 
Since marriage is a holy thing, 
That there are none in heav'n? 
There are no women, he reply'd. 

She quick return'd the jeſt --- 
Women there are, but Pm afraid 
They cannot find a prieſt. 


Wrote by a Boy, on his faber“ breaking a drinbeng-glaſs. 
SEE! ſiſter, in this ſhatter'd glaſs, 


The fate of many a pretty laſs, f 
Woman, like glaſs, is frail and weak, 

Is apt to lip, is apt to break: _ 
Therefore, guide every ſtep with caution, 
For juſt like glaſs is reputation; 
Both broke to pieces in once falling, 

For ever loſt, and paſt recalling. 


E p GRAM on Peter Dubois's /cheme of an engine 
zo ſhave five hundred perſons at a time inthe ſpace 

P of a minute; and afterwards comb, oil and powaer 
their wigs, by a ſecond motion, in the like ſpace. 


IN company, late, an odd ſcheme was declar'd, 
For five hundred, at once, of the ſhaving the beard, 
Fut, why ſhould this raiſe in ye ſuch admiraticn ? 
There's a place, where, at once, they clean ſhave --- 4 
whole naticns ; 
E P I- — 
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Lord Chancellor Moore preſerved in a manner pecu- 
liar to himſelf, even to his very laſt moments, that wit 
and humour for which he was ſo juſtly famed and ad- 
mired, as many proofs might be brought in ſupport of 
this aſſertion ; but amongſt them none ſtronger than the 
following, which is as certain as it is extraordinary. 
After he had been on the ſcaffold on Tower-hill for 
ſome time, which he had made the proper uſe of to pre- 
pare himſelf for the death he was going to ſuffer; and 
now, being ready to ſubmit himſelf to the fatal ſtroke, 
the executioner, as was. cuſtomary at that time, in a 
decent manner craved leave to acquaint him, that he 
claimed his upper garment as the lawful fee of his of- 
fice in ſuch caſes. Oh, by all means, quoth Sir Thomas, 
my good friend, by all means: Heaven forbid that any 
Lord Chancellor of Great Britain, ſhould leave the world 
with the charaFer-of having wittingly- infringed en any of 
the rights and liberties of the meaneſt of his fellow ſutjeds. 
You demand as yeur right my upper garment there, my 
friend, there 19 your right, my night cap, which is indiſpu- 
tably my upper garment. | | | 
When Sir Richard Steele was fitting up his great 
room in Vork-Buildings, which he intended for public 
orations; and being pretty much behind-hand with his 
workmen, coming one day among them, to ſee how they 
went forward, he ordered one of them to get into the 
roſtrum, and make a ſpeech, that he might obſerve how 
it could be heard: the fellow mounted, and ſcratchin 
his pate, told him, he knew not what to ſay, for in trut 
he was no orator, Oh! ſaid the knight, no matter for 
that, ſpeak any thing that comes uppermoſt. '' Vin then, 
Sir Richard, ſays the fellow, aue have been working for 

you theſe fix weeks, and cannot get one penny of "money © 
Pray, Sir, when do you deſign to pay us ? --< Very well, 


very well, ſaid Sir Richard, pray come downy I have 


heard enough, I cannot but own you :/beak very diftindly, 
though ] don't admire your ſubjett. | 

Godfrey of Bulloign, being perſwaded to be crowned 
king of Jeruſalem in Paleſtine? He replied, He would 
never wear a crown f gold, where his Lord and Maſter 
bad worn a crown of thorns. 


Solon 


7 3 


E PIGRAM on zhe DurLLIsSTS. 


; THE prating, playful, little Dicky flain ? 

O, no! my lord and Dicky did but feign ; 
Doubting three weeks, if twould be wrong or right, 
Ar laſt they did, as *twere agree to fight. 

And, *tis a wonderful account, but true, 


They met, they talk' d, they drew, and then withdrew, 


EPIGRAM oz the MODERN MissEs. 


IN our forefather's ſtupid days, the name 
Of Miß, at twenty was exchang'd for Dame: 
But theſe wiſe times to compliment exhort ye; 
Our modern mi/es are full nine and forty. 


On @ certain OFFICER much affiied with the 
| | - Gout. 


. - BOLD captain D---, a mighty man of war, 
Who loves to ſee the enemy from far, 
In action once, and in a deſperate place, 
Shew'd ſigns of abject fear, in limbs and face: 
Not, ſaid he, that I dread, or ſword, or gun, 
But, s' blood I'm lame, you fee, and cannot run. 


On a certain Stage HE RO. 


LO, where the vile and aukward monarch comes, 

 "Uſfher'd by trumpets, and the beat of drums; 
The plumes around his head, with martial pride 

| Wave, as he reels about from fide to fide : 

ll! Bold in the ſtage's front he claims a place, 

it And into poſture writhes a diſmal face. 

I! As from a diſtant cart, a pond*rous' load 

| Of ſtones, prepar'd to mend a rugged road, 

ii With inarticulate and dreadful found, 

il Our ears invading, rumble to the ground ; 

| i So from his lips a charge important breaks, 

And the ſeard audience tremble as he ſpeaks. 


* 
> 


„ 

Solon, the Athenian ſage, on a time paid a viſit to 
Thales, the Milefian, a man equally famous for his 
great wiſdom and philoſophy. In diſcourſe, the for- 
mer expreſſed himſelf with wonder, that the latter had 
not been deſirous of the comforts that attend the poſ- 
ſeſſion of a wife and children. To this Thales made 
no reply for the preſent: but a few days after he con- 
trived, that a ſtranger ſhould come into their company, 
and pretend that he was juſt arrived from Athens, from 
whence he had ſet out about ten days before. Solon, 
hearing the ſtranger ſay this, aſked him, if there was no 
news at Athens when he came away, The ſtranger, 
who had been taught his leſſon, replied, that he had 
heard of nothing but the death of a young gentleman, . 
whom all the town accompanicd to the grave; becauſe, * 
as they ſaid, he was the ſon of the worthieſt man in the 
City, who was then abfent; alas! cried Solon, inter- 
ripting the man's ſtory, how much is the. poor father 
of the youth to be pitied ! but pray, what is the gen- 
tleman's name? I heard his name, replied the ſtranger, 
but I have forgot it. I only remember, that people 
talked much of his wiſdom and juſtice, Every anfwer 
afforded new matter of trouble and terror to. this inqui- 
ſitive father, who was ſo juſtly alarmed. Was it, ſays 
he, the ſon of Solon? The very. ſame, . replied the 
ſtranger. Solon at theſe words rent his cloaths, and beat 
his breaſt, and expreſſing his ſorrow by tears and groans, 
abandoned himſelf to the moſt ſenſible affliction. Thales 
ſeeing this, took him by the hand, and (aid to him, with 
a ſmile, Comfort yourſelf, my friend, all that has been 
tcld you is a meer fiction. Now you ſee the reaſon why I 
newer married, it is becauſe J den t care to expoſe myſelf ta 


fuch trials and affiidions. . 


Two riding from Shipton to Burford, and feeing a 
miller ride ſoftly before them on his ſacks, were reſolved 
to abuſe him, ſo one went on one fide of him, and t' other 
on the other ſide, ſaying, Miller, now tell us, which 
art thou, more knave or fool; Truly, ſaid he, I don't 
know which I am moſt, but I gueſs I am betaveen both. © 


Cie 


* eres nobleman, and Sir Joann CUTLER, a noto- 
rrous miſer. 


HIS grace's fate ſage Cutler could foreſee, 
And well, he thought, advis'd him, Live like me.” 
As well his grace reply'd, © Like you, Sir John ? 
That I can do, when all I have is gone.” 
Reſolve me, reaſon, which of theſe is worſe ? . 
Want with a full, or with an empty purſe? | 1 


EPI G RAM on he great intimacy. between the 
Lord BOLINGBROKE and My. POPE. 


"IT; JOHN, a quondam ſtateſman, out of place, 


Makes punch for Pope, nor thinks it a diſgrace, 
In mingling punch, St. John muſt needs have merit, 
He never us'd one drop of Britiſh ſpirit. 


EPITAPH on GENERAL WOLFE. 


4 it is inſcribed on a plain book of white marble, in the 
e church of Wefterham, in Kent, erected at the 


* 5 the pariſhioners. _ 
| „ Q2 Aoge.. 
SON of, Col. Edward Wolf, and Henrietta his 
© Wife, 
7 Was born in this pariſh January 2, 


V eee 
ä | 1759. 
Con, ueror of Quebec. 
Whilft George? in ſorrow bows his laurell'd head, 
And bids the artiſt grace the ſoldier dead, 
We raiſe no ſculptur d trophy to thy name, 
Brave youth l the faireſt in the liſt of fame. 
Proud of thy birth, we boaſt the auſpicious year, 
Struck with thy fall, we ſhed a general tear, 
With humble grief 8 one artleſs ſtone, 
And from thy matchleſs honours date our own. 
: E Decus, 1 Noftrum + 5 | 
| Written 


\ 


7 55 6 
A fidler and his wife, who had rubbed through life 


as moſt couples uſually do, ſometimes good friends, at 
others not quite ſo well; one day happened to have a 
diſpute, which was conducted with a becoming ſpirit on 
both fides. The wife was ſure ſhe was right; and the 
huſband was reſolved to have his own way. What was 
to be done in ſuch a caſe? the quarre] grew worſe by 
their explanations, and at laſt their fury roſe to ſuch a 
pitch, that each made a vow never to ſleep in the ſame 
bed for the future. This was the moſt raſh vow that 
could be imagined ; for they were ſtill friends at bottom, 
and beſides they had but one bed in the houſe: how- 
ever, reſolved they were to go through with it; and, as 
they had not ſeparate beds, at night the fiddle-caſe was 
laid between them, in order to make a ſeparation. In 
this manner they continued for three weeks; every 
night the fiddle-caſe being placed as a barrier to divide 
them. By this time, however, each heartily repented 
of their vow, their reſentment was at an end, and their 
love began to return; they wiſhed the fiddle-caſe away, 
but both had too much ſpirit to ſubmit. © One night, 
however, as they were both lying awake, with the de- 
| teſted fiddle-cafe between them, the huſband happened 
to ſneeze; to this the wife, as is uſual in ſuch caſes, 
bid God bleſs him: Ay, bat, replied the huſband, Giles, 
do you ſay that from your heart? Indeed, I do, my poor 
Nicholas, cries his wife; 1 ſay it with all my heart. If 
fo, then ſays the huſband, I fancy we had as good remove 
the fiddle-caſe. 12 
A Gentleman propoſed at a certain nobleman's table, 
to run with one of the company then preſent once round 
his lordſhip's gardens, that were pretty extenſive, for 
three dozen of Champaigne, which, was agreed to by 
the other. As they were walking towards the ſpot 
from whence they were to ftart, the gentleman who firſt 
mentioned the bet, told my lord in a whiſper, that 
he thought he ſhould loſe from his ſhortneſs of breath. 
T hat can't be, captain, ſaid my lord, if Bob Cornthavait, 
the taylor, ſpeaks truth; for he has told me ſeveral times, 
2 you are as long winded a man as ever he knew in his 
ife, 1 


—:: BALI WEED R 
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( 12 )) 

Written (extempore) and left in a church, where the 
miniſter had delivered a very ſhort and indifferent diſ- 
courſe, | | 

TAKE my advice, good parſon, pray, 

Before you preach another day; 
Glean, and compile (if you can't make) 
A longer ſermon, for God's fake, 

And better too, when you're about it, 

Or Fd much rather be without it. 


On a beautiful CHILD, ae 12% his fight in the 
= : SMALL-POX. | 


T WAS ſure by Providence deſign'd, 
Rather in mercy than in hate, 
That he ſhould be, like Cupid, blind, 

To fave him from Narciſſus' fate. 


EPIGRAM oz zhe late gucen CAR OIL I N ·'s 
erecting the buſtos in the Hermitage at Richmond. 


LOUIS the living genius fed, 
And rais'd the ſcientific head; 
Caroline, frugal of her meat, 
Raiſes the heads that cannot eat. 


On an ancient COQUET, who was known to paint, 
LUCIND 4's charms e meer my lays, 


Who fair in nature's ſcorn, 
Blooms in the winter of her days, 


Like Glafſenbury thorn, 


Lucinda, cruel at fourſcore, 
Like bards in modern plays; 
Four acts of life paſs'd guiltleſs o'er, 
And in the fifth ſhe ſlays. | 
| If cer impatient of the bliſs, 
Into her arms you fall, 
The plaiſter'd nymph returns the kiſs, 
Like Thiſbe, thro” a wall. | 


(in) 

A fellow who was tried for his life a conſiderable time 
after king Charles the ſecond's reſtoration, , being caſt 
and condemned, after having given the court and the 
jury a vaſt deal of unneceſſary trouble, and finding all 
his arguments unavailing, Well, my lord, ſaid he, fince 
1 perceive that all I can ſay, and all my coujel hawe pleaded 
in my behalf, is of no effett, and that I mut abſolutely be 
hanged, TI jhall only beg one indulgence of your lordſhip, and 
that is, to retommend it to his majeſty, that I may be hanged 
as Oliver was, three or four years after I am dead. 

An Engliſhman and a Welſhman were bragging of 
their country; the Engliſhman ſaid, There was a cloſe 
| where he was born, which bare ſuch high graſs, that 
if a cudgel were thrown into it over plght, it would be 

ſo hid with graſs, that it could hardly be found next 
morning: Pub] ſays the Welſhman, here is a cli 
near the town where I was born, into which, if you pit 
your horſe, you ſhan't jee an ear in the morning. | 

A French doctor aſked a waterman whether he might 
ſafely go by water over the river ; the fellow told him, 
Ves: but the doctor coming to the water-fide, and find- 
ing it very rough, ſaid, You watermen are the verieit _ 
knaves in the world, for to gain ſix-pence you care not 
to caſt a man away. Sir, ſaid the waterman, we are 
men of a cheaper function, and don't aj ſa much for caſting ' 
men away as you do. Fm wu” 4 

An author who had. no great reaſon to be very, 
fond of the late ſatiriſt, Mr. Charles Churchill 
was aſked one day in a coffee-houſe, by a gentleman- 
who was a ftranger to their private picques, whether 
he did not think ſuch a poem of Mr. Churchall's very 
fine? to Which the other replied, -after ſome heſitation, 
Yes, I do. Ay, but, return'd the gentleman, repeat- 
ing ſome of the lines contained it, 2 not you think it. 
exquiſitely fine ? don't it beat every thing ? Come, let 
me aſk you now ingenuouſly, and pray. reſolve me can- 
didly, to the beſt of your judgment, do you imagine 
there is a man in England could write as well upon the 
ſame ſubject? Ay, upon my honor, replied the other, 
with a ſarcaſtical ſneer, many men, many women, ay, aud 


many children, Sir. 


| „„ 
On tbe DeaTh-of Mr. RYAN. 


LO! Ryan, long the fav'rite of the age, 

Expires, and proves that all the world's a ſtage. 
In ev'ry ſtation mortals here below, PS | 
Alike their entrances and exits know; 
And tho? diſtinctions on their life attend, 
The great and mean reſemble in their end. 
Upon this earthly ſtage each plays his part, 
How great imports not, ſo tis play'd with art. 
This actor oft the ſock and buſkin wore, 
And gain'd applauſe; but now he's heard no more, 
Out! out brief candle! life's a Walking ſhade ; 3 
In vain was all his mimic art diſplay' d. | 
Power cannot reſcue, talents cannot ſaye 
The hero, or the player from the grave. 
Mortals are thus the phantom of a day, 
And life a tranſient dream or motley play. 
Yet ſure, for him, a grateful tear ſhould flow, 

Who oft has made us weep for others woe: 
He claims our grief, who taught us virtue's lore; 
Now mix'd with heros whom he play'd before. 
The cloud- capp d towers and alaces muſt fail; 
Time's power o'er potent kingdoms ſhall a PP 
The ſolemn temples ſhall diſſolve in duſt, | 
And, frail like man, ſhall fink the mould'ring buſt: 
But when life's breath is fled, the virt' ous mind, 
Shall leave the memory of it's worth behind : 

Who well has acted, and at length withdraws, 
May juſtly claim the tribute of applauſe. | 


On the tomb- lone of an acquaintance. 


EARLY diſmiſs'd from anxious buſy. life, 
Here ſleeps the mate of a lamenting wife ; 
Huſband affectionate, and friend fincere ; 
To all who knew, ineſtimably dear: 
What tho' no gaudy ſcutcheon grac'd his hearſe; - 

Or tomb his memory gilds with lofty verſe; 

Plain truths require but little aid from art, 
When parents ſpeak in bitterneſs of W 


6 9 
As Mencius the philoſopher was travelling in purſuit 
of wiſdom, night overtook him at the foot of a gloomy 
mountain, remote from the habitations of men.. Here, 
as he was ftaying {while rain and thunder conſpired to 


make ſolitude fill more hideous) he perceived a her- 


mit's cell, and approaching, aſked for ſhelter. Enter, 
cries the herrhit in a ſevere tone; men deſerve not to 
be obliged ;* but it would be imitating their ingrati- 
* tude to treat them as they deſerve. Come in: exam- 
* ples of vice may ſometimes ſtrengthen us in the ways 
of virtue: 


After a frugal meal, which conſiſted of roots and fas. 


Mencius could not repreſs his curioſity to know why the 
hermit had retired. from mankind, whoſe actions taught 
the trueit leſſons of wiſdom. . Mention not the name 
of man, cried the hermit with indignation ; here 


let me Jive retired from a baſe ungrateful world; here 


in the foreſt, I ſhall find no flatterers : the lion is an 
open enemy, and the dog a faithfal friend; but man, 

* baſe man, can poiſon. the bowl, and ſmile. while he 
« preſents it.“ r Fou have then been uſed ill by man- 


« kind?” interrupted the philoſopher drily. © Les,“ 


returned the hermit, '© on mankind I have exhaufted my 


«* whole fortune; and this ſtaff, and that cup, and thoſe 


© roots, are all that I have in return.“ Did you be- 


* ſtow your fortune among them, or did you only lend 


© it? returned Mencius. I beſtowed it, undoubtedly,” 


replied the other; © for whete were the merit bf a money- 
* lender ?? Did they ever own, that they received 
your benefits?“ ſtill adds the philoſopher. © A thou- 
«* ſand times,” cries the hermit ; © they every day loaded 
me with profeſſions of gratitude for fayors received, 
and ſollicitations for future.“ If then,” ſays Mencius 
ſmiling, you did not lend your fortune in order to 


have it returned, it is injuſtice to accuſe them of ingra- 


* tude: they owned themſelves ohhged and you expect- 


* ed no more: to which the hermit, ſtruck with the reply, 


ſud, © I gave heard of the greut Mentiut, and thou certain- 
* ly art the man: I am nou fourſcore years old, but ftill a 


* child in wiſdom ; take me back to the world, and edticate 


* 2 as une of the moſt ignorant and youngeſt of thy diſciples. 
| GA One 
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The EPITAPH / Max cztrxy SCO, 
ab died at Dunkeld in Scotland. 


STOP, paſſenger, until my life you read; 
The living may get knowledge from the dead: 
Five times five years I led a virgin life; 
'Fen times five years I was a virtuous wife ; 
Ten times five years I liv'd a widow chaſte ; 
--- Now tir'd of this mortal life, I reſt. 
Between my cradle and my grave, hath been 
Eight mighty kings of Scotland, and a queen 
Four times five years a common- wealth I ſaw ; 


Ten times the ſubjects roſe againſt the law. 


Twice did I fee old prelacy pull'd down; 

And twice the cloak was humbled by the gown; 
An end of Stuart's race, I ſay no more, | 
I faw my country fold for Engliſh ore. 


Bauch deſolation in my time hath been, 


1 have an end of all perfection ſeen. 
To a LADY with a preſent of fruit. I 
THO? the peach and the plumb with Apollo conſpire, . 
To preſent you their ſoftneſs, and ſweetneſs, and fire, 
Their aid is in vain, for ſay, what can they do, 1 
But bluſh, and confeſs themſelves vanquiſh'd by you; 


Where virtue and wit, with ſuch qualities blend, 
What mortal, what goddeſs would dare to contend ? 


On being expelled a LADY” company. | 


THUS Adam look'd, when from the garden driv'n, 
And thus diſputed orders ſent from heay*n : . 
Like him I go, tho' to depart I'm loth; 
Like him I go, for angels drive us both. | 
Hard was his fate, but mine ſtill more unkind ; 
His Eve went with him, but mine ſtaid behind. 
Oz MONEY. A EPICRAM. 
'- MONEY, tis ſaid, is evil“, root, 
Vet juſtly may we doubt it; 
Can we expect good thriving fruit, 


From any fect without it? 
m any fck without) 118 


© 5d 

One Lacey, a young promiſing actor, who belonged, 
at the time of Mr. Garrick's firſt oo at Drury- 
Lane, to Covent-Garden, and as Lacey affected to mi- 
mic him in action, ſpeech and every thing elſe, one 
night, when the play of Cato was to be performed, in 
which he was to repreſent Marcus, he was ſtanding by 
the ſide of the ſcene ready to go on, in a new bag front 
wig, made by Mr. Garrick's peruke- maker, directly 
after his model, and froſted like a twelfth- cake, which - 
Mr. Quin obſerving, ſent one of the ſcenemen round 
with his compliments to Mr. Lacey, and to tell him, 
that he had forgot himſelf, and had come down ſtairs in 
his night cap; but that he need not throw himſelf into 
a flutter, for he had time enough to put on his wig be- 
fore he ſhould be wanted to go on the ſtage. The fel- 
low returned with Mr. Lacey's compliments again to 
Mr. Quin, and that Mr. Lacey was obliged for his 
caution to him; but that it was a miſtake, it was no 
night cap, but a new wig he had on. Hum! is it ſo, 
ſaid Mr. Quin, my eyes are not the better for fixty years 
wear, to be ſure ; but if it be a wig, as you ſay it is, by 
the L--d, it is the maſt. ridiculous one, and the moſt like @ 
night cap of any wis 1 ever ſaw in my life. 

A worthy man, who had been a lieutenant in a march- 
ing regiment eighteen years, meeting an old acquaint- 
ance one day, was aſked by him, if he was full in the 
ſame poſt? Yes, ſaid the other, 'm fhll a lieutenant. 
And do you ever hope to riſe? faid the other. Ves, 
ſaid the ſoldier. But when? ſaid the queriſt. At doomy- * 
day, ſaid the ſwordſman, aufen every 2 elſe riſes, 1... 1. 

One ſaid a covetous man was never ſatisfied ; becauſe 
he thinks nothing enough: Yhby then, ſays, another, he 
is. /atisfied with the leaſt, if nothing be enough for him. 

When Metellus Nepos aſked: Cicero, the Roman ora- 
tor, in a ſcoffing way, who was his father? he replied, 
2 hy mothen hath made that queſtion harder for thee de an- 
Ver. : LIED 2H | W : \ 

One aſked, Why they fooner gave to beggars: than 
ſcholars ; another reply'd, Becauſe they think they may 
Hater become beggars thar ſcbolar . 

. ä A 
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( 871] 
EPIGRAM on the French King. 


LEWIS told his confeſſor at ſhrift t'other day, 
«© When the cards run ſo croſs it is time to leave play, 
At home and abroad by good fortune forſaken, _ 
My fleets are deſtroy'd, and my fortreſſes taken : 
French glory a term of deriſion is grown; 
My ſubjects are ſtarving ; my credit is blown. 
The nation no longer in vain I will fleece, 


But indulge it once more with bleflings of peace: 


For my conſcience declares that my people I wrong, 
Vale I ſeek an unfortunate war to prolong.” 

The ghoſtly director ſurpriz'd and aghaſt, 

Made the ſign of the croſs on his forehead in haſte. 
Remember, he cry'd, the church is your mother, 
What! peace with the litter of Calvin and Luther. 
Tis the devil, my liege, who thoſe ſcruples diviſetb, 
Whom the Lord loveth beſt he ſeverely chaſtiſetgh; 
And for ev'ry diſaſter inflicted by heaven, : . 
A long ſcore of fins is wip'd off and forgiven.” ““ 
Said the kin „Then the clergy muſt ſure go to hell: 
For they at all junctures live happy and well. 
For the ſake of your ſouls you muſt ſuffer ſome hardſhip ; 
Each opulent abbey ſhall part with a lordſhip®. | 


 * Note, There is hardly an abbey or convent in France, 


. but what enjoys divers ſeigneuries, or lordſhips. 


On the derivation of the word NEW S. 


THE word explains itſelf without the muſe, 
And the four letters ſpeak whence comes the news, 


From nerth, raft, weſt, ſouth, the ſolution's made, 


Each quarter gives account of 'zwar and trade. 
Oz a fodliþ K N 1G Hr. 


sIR Toby round his hall hangs all things odd, 
An embalm'd piſmire, and a ſtraw-ſtuff d cod, 
Alike to things antique his taſte inclines, 


Old Roman ſhields, maim d heads, and ruſiy coins 3 


But if the alaeſt, oddeſt thing in life, 


Jo theſe you'd hang, Sir Toby, hang your wife. ö 


. 


On 


( 

A ſtewardſhip being vacant in a certain dutcheſs 
dowager's family, that was reckoned a very lucrative 
employment, two gentlemen, who both lived in the 
ſame town, at the diſtance of above one hundred miles 
from London, the one James Skinnum, Eſq; attorney 
at law, and the other Mr. Peter Dulman, apothecary, 
both of equal intereſt in the family, had each of them 
a violent inclination to fill up the vacancy, but mutual 
jealouſy had prevented the communication of their de- 
ſigns to each other. One very lucky circumſtance 
_attended the affair in favour of the apothecary, which 

was, that the attorney, at the time of the news arriving 
of the demiſe of the late ſteward, kept his bed in a vio- 
lent fever, and had a bliſter on each ſhoulder. The 
doctor himſelf carried the relation to ham, but did not 
mention a word of his deſign to ſet out immediately, to 
endeavour at the procuration of the place. The attor- 
ney, notwithſtanding, ſuſpected ſomewhat of the matter 
from being well acquainted with his neighbor's cunning 
diſpoſition, and was therefore determined to be before- 
hand with him, if poſſible. In conſequence of this re- 
ſolution, as ſoon as the doctor's back was turned, he 
whipt out of bed, called for his boots, and in ſpite of his 
indiſpoſition, ſet out poſt for London, and arriving there 
ſome hours before the apothecary, without any delay, 
went to the dutcheſs's, petitioned for the place, and got 
her grace's promiſe of it. After he had taken his leave, 
returning very calmly down Upper Brook-ftreet, who 
ſhould he meet but his antagoniſt, the doctor, who, not a 
little ſurprized, demanded of him the reaſon for having 
riſqued his life in ſo extraordinary a manner? Why, re- 
| plied the attorney, as you was ſo kind to bring me the 
news of Mr. Morris's death, I was willing to put in for 
the ſtewardſhip in time, as I perfectly know the value of 
it. And have you been with my lady dowager? cried 
the doctor. Yes, faith have I, doctor, replied the law- 
yer, and have got the grant of it. Well, but, but - 


Doctor, ſaid the lawyer, (interrupting him,) do you ever 
read the ſcriptures? Ay, to be ſure, quoth the doctor in 
a pet. Becauſe, ſaid the Iwayer, if you do, you may 
remember a paſſage which ſaith, The other diſciple —_ 


| Peter, 


; { 2007): 


Oz a certain biſhops preaching befere a mass noble and 
polite congregation. | 


HIS grace, late before the nobility 1 g. 
Scarce quoted a text in the courſe of his teaching; 
Vet ſtill from all clergymen bears he the bays, | 
All praiſe high the doctor, who preach'd all their praiſe. 
Not one titld numſkull was noted to nod, 

So much a man's word was beyond that of God, 


To an ood ATHEIST. 


IN youth by nature folly's path you trod, 
In 5g by will, a rebel to your God ; 


- 


Thus ever wrong, thy day of life has been, 


A morn of folly, and an eve of ſin: 
Why then, vain hoary wretch, to reaſon loſt, 


Doſt thou thy reaſon, and thy wiſdom boaſt ? 


The powers of dullneſs, ſtrong in thee are met, 
7 o riſe in darkneſs, and 1 in darkneſs ſet, 


es free BEN BFI giver at Drury-Lane to one in diftreſs. 


_ UNASED, the pitying players grant, 

Their charity to worth in want: 

So cheap will lawyers plead its cauſe, 

Or prieſts deſerve the like applauſe ? 

Never while riches blind their eyes, 

And ſuperccce all nature's ties; 

Never, till truth and reaſon reign, 
And true religion live again. 


EPI GRAM. 


TWO ſtates wage war, of whom, (if you can rule, 
Their own accounts) each cauſe is ſtrictly juſt: 
Till with hir'd force auxiliar, one ſupply'd, 

Victorious, proves itſelf the juſter ſide: 

In ſenate thus, with oratorial rage, = 

When different parties zealoully, engage, | 


Wrong to ſupport the plaineſt reaſon fails, 1 i! = 
And right, by Mag votes prevailss 


A 


(+ 2#. 1 


A woman, whoſe huſband was to be hanged, the night 
before he was to die, went to the ſheriff, and deſired him 
to tand her friend. Good woman, ſays he, your huſ- 
band muſt die: ſays ſhe, Sir, I don't come to defire Lis 
life, but d:fire he may be the firſt hanged in the morning, 
becauſe I have a great way to go, and my mare is old and 
lame. | 

A gentleman would often be drunk, and then he 
would kick his man extremely ; he alſo took much to- 
bacco, and great ſtore of coltsfoot in it, which, when 
he was ſober, induced his man to tell him, That he 
thought the cauſe of his much kicking, wwas by taking /o 
much colts foot among his tobacco. | : 

A Jew brought the picture of St. John Baptiſt, curi- 
ouſly wrought in ſilver, to Alphonſo, king of Spain, 
demanding five hundred pounds for it; to whom the 
king wiſely replied, Pray, Seignor Jew, how long have 

you been a Chrittian ? You that crucified the teacher, 
ſhall now ſet ſo great a value on the difciple ? Do not 
you remember your predeceſſors gave but thirty pence 
for our ſaviour, who was the maſter ; and will you have 
five hundred pounds for the ſervant ? 1s the ſervant above 
his lord ? Is Wes, os | 
A notorious rogue, being at the bar, ſaid he would 
ſwear the peace againſt the judge; being aſked the rea- 
fon, Becauſe, ſaid he, I go in danger of my life. 


Two weichmen coming into a hall at a country aſſizes, 
and ſeeing the judge upon the bench, ſays one to the 
other, at the ſame time pointing to old gravity, What 
is that in her cown, and her pelt, and her plac cap? 
Why, anſwer'd the other, it is an olt woman that coes 
zo flcep on the pench, and then tells the ſhewry her tream. 


A certain nobleman ſold a gentleman a horſe for a 
good round ſum, which he took upon his lordſhip's 
word, that he had no fault. About three weeks after, 

be met my lord; why your lordſhip told me, ſays he, 
that your horſe had no fault, and he is blind of an eye. 
Mell, Sir, ſaid my lord, that is no fault, it is indeed 4 


misfortune. | 


I fee 


( 22) 
10s HAFFINESS. 
THESE are the things which once poſſeſs'd, 
Will make a life that's truly bleſs'd ; ks 
A good eſtate on healthy ſoil, 
Not got by vice, nor yet by toil; 
| Round a warm fire, a pleaſant joke, 
With chimney ever free from ſmoke ; 
A ſtrength entire, a ſparkling bowl, 
A quiet wife, a quiet ſoul, - 
A mind as well as body whole ; 
Prudent ſimplicity, and conſtant friends, 
A diet which no art commends, 
A merry night, without much drinking, 
A happy thought, without much thinking; 
Each night by quiet ſleeps made ſhort, 
A will to be but what thou art: | 
Poſſeſs'd of theſe, all elſe defy, 
And neither wiſh, nor fear to die. 
Theſe are things, which once poſſeſs'd, 
Will make a life completely bleſs'd. 


e 


8 EE capuchin'd. Poll, whips aw ay tO the Par Kk, 
And cries for a Venus [I'll paſs in the dark. 
With a fine zro/lopee, and a ſoft ſoothing tale, 
She's conſcious courſe features may ſometimes prevail. 
She's cunning enough, thus to wound in the night, 
Since her face would ſtrike dead, if reveal'd in the light. 


E PI G R A M. 


JACOB's a cunning ci, a niggard elf, | 
Keeps all his goods and chattels to himſelf, 

His meat, his wine, his wiſdom and his pelf, 

Thus he ill-natur'd ſeems ; yet for his friends 

He ſomething has that ſtill can make amends. 

For his briſk wife, with better humours fraught, 

As he does all things, will deny us nought. 
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f 44 4] 


I ſee you do all under colour, ſays the glazier to the 
painter, (ſeeing him daubing ſome 1ron rails,) Go your 
eway for a rogue, replies the other, you are always pick= 
ing of quarrel, | 

A German duke had drank very hard one day, which 
made him crop-ſick the next: His fool coming to 
him, aſk'd him how he did? he told hum he had made 
himſelf ſick with drinking too much the day before; 
Puh, ſays the fool, if that be all, I Il undertake your 
cure, which is only this, to take a hair of the ſame dog, 
by drinking again the next day, and ſo continue it 
for a week together: Well, faid the duke, and what 
then,? What then? ſaid the fool, V, then.you'll be 

as great a fool as Jam. e f 

A philoſopher being aſked by a perſon who was the 
moſt unhappy of all men ? anſwered, he who thinks him- 
r 70 

A man being demanded of his neighbour, how his 
ſick wife did, made this anſwer: Indeed, neighbour, our 
caſe is very hard, I do afſure you it is; my wife is terribly 
afraid fhe ſhall die, and 1 am as horribly perplexed for fear 
he ſrould nat; it is a moſt melancholy houſe between us. 

A good honeſt ſober clergyman in the country, tak- 
ing it upon him one day to chide a married couple, who 
did not live ſo harmoniouſly together as they ſhould, 
among other reproofs told them, how indecent a thing 
it was in the eyes and ears of their neighbourhood, and 
even ſinful too to be for ever contending with each other, 
as upon good information he had heard they were, when 
in the judgment of God and man they were but one. 
But one, Sir, exclaimed the huſband, heart alive, if 
35u were to come by the doom, and hear Peg and I at it once, 
i/ you did not fear there were twenty, I'd be bound to be 
hang'd for it. - PEE | 

A certain preacher having changed his religion for 
a good benefice, was much blamed by ſome- of his 
friends for deſerting them. To excuſe himſelf, he aſ- 
ſured them, he ſhould not have done it, but for fever 
reaſons, Being aſked what they were, he anſwered, A 
wife and ſeven children. | 


( 24 ) 
LJerſes to a vou N LADY by a king*s ſcholar. 


POLLY, from me, though now a love-ſick youth, 

Nay, tho” a poet, hear the voice of truth! 

Polly, you're not a beauty, yet you're pretty, 

So grave, yet gay; ſo ſilly, yet ſo witty; 

A he.rtof foftnets, yet a tongue of ſatire ; 

You've cruelty, yet e'en in that good nature, 

Now you are free, and now reſerv'd a while; 

Now a forc'd frown betrays a willing ſmile. 

Reproach'd for abſence, yet your abt deny'd; 

My tongue you ſilence, yet my ſilence chide. | 

How would you praiſe me, ſhould your ſex defame ! 

Yet ſhould they praiſe, grow jealous and exclaim. 

If I deſpair, with ſome kind look you bleſs ; 

But if I hope, at once all hope ſuppreſs. | 

You ſcorn ; yet ſhould my paſſion change or fail, 

Too late you'd whimper out a ſofter tale, pf 

You love ; yet from your lover's wiſh retire, 

Doubt, yet diſcern ; deny, and yet deſire. 

Such Polly are your ſex, part truth, partsfiftion, 
Some thought, much whim, and all a contradiction, 


EP IT APH on a Black-/mith, wrote by Limſelf. 


MY fledge and hammer lie declin'd, 
My bellows have quite loſt their wind, 
My fire's extinct, my forge decay'd, 
My vice is in the duit all laid, EY 
My coal is ſpent, my iron gone, 
My nails are drove, my work 13 done, 
My kire-diy'd corple, lies here at reſt, 
My foul, ſmoak like, is ſoaring to be bleſt. 


To a young lady the name of PEPPER. 


PEPPER! you coldeſt hearts can warm, 
The ſtrongeſt arms ſubdue ; 
For Armſtrong {wears there is no harm, 


In wedlock, ILnk'd with you, 


D ., . IRS 
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(8). 

King John walking one day in the fields without any 
attend ance, ſees an old man digging in the earth; ſays 
the king, God bleſs your labour in the earth; ſays the 
labourer, And you alſo, governor of the earth Why 
ſo? ſays the king. Becauſe, ſays the labourer, he that 
made the earth for the uſe of man, made him alſo go- 
vernor of it. Says the king we have had much ſnow- 
upon the mountains; Time will have it fo, ſays the. 
labourer. The king much pleaſed with his anſwers, 
aſked him what he got by the day? Eight-pence, ſays 
he; That won't keep thee alive, ſays the king: Yes, 
ſays the labourer, for I ſpend but two-pence, to main- 
tain my wife and myſelf; two-pence towards my debts ;- 
two-pence I lend, and two-pence I give away. Ho) 
canſt thou do this? ſays the king. He replied, I have 
anſwered you as to one two-pence, to maintain me and 
my wife; the next two-pence I allow an aged father 
and mother, which is a juſt debt; a third two-pence\. 
I lend to ſome young children I have, whom I expect the 
ſame from, when I am paſt my labour; and the laſt 
 two-pence goes towards the maintenance of two daugh- 

ters, which I account given away. The king being ſa- 
tisfied with his anſwers, enjoined: him not to diſcover to 
any one the diſcourſe till he ſaw his face again. The" 
king being returned, he ſtarted the queſtion to ſom? 
of his nobles, how any man who got eight-pence a day, 
could live upon two-pence, pay two-pence debt, and 
lend two-pence, and give away two-pence? and gave 
bim three days to anſwer it. They being ſurprized at 
the queſtion, concluded the king muſt meet with ſome 
poor man: upon enquiry, they found it to be ſo, and 
diſcourſed with the man, but he would not reſolve them 
of the particulars; till at laſt they brought him a great 
ſum of money, both gold and filver, having the king's - 
amp, then he told them. The king underſtood tha? 
the labourer had told, went and reproved him ſharply, 
for diſcloſing it to any before he had ſeen his face ;*- 


That is your miſtake, ſays the poor man, for I refuſed 6 

zell them before they ſhewed me your face, and not only ons, 

but a great mamy of your faces. OUR TINS 
Eat er 0" ** — 2 


For in ſhoals an 


g 0} 
On a YOUNG LADY, 


EARLY this morn, (a time to muſes kind) 
Willing to draw one woman to my mind, 
Wiſe without pride, without coquetting fair, 
Chaſte as the unblown roſe, yet free as air; 
In language eaſy, in her temper ſweet, 
And moderately learn'd, an imply neat : 
Who ne'er one ſte from virtue's path hath trod, 
True to her friend, but truer to her God. | 
But when I on the picture thought, I cry'd, 
None ſuch can be:“ and flung my pen afide, — 
My muſe then kindly whiſper'd — Such can be; 
Bade me Clarinda write, and that was the. 


To the ſame. Both auritten by a School-boy. 


WHEN poets of old had a mind to rehearſe, = 


A Phillis, or Chloe, in amorous verſe, 

In flight borrow'd beauties the fair one muſt ſhine, 
And nature be rifled to make her dtvine ; | 
The lilies muſt on her their whiteneſs beſtow, 

The pink muſt be robb'd of its beautiful glo-; 
Unto her the vi'let its ſweetneſs muſt yield, 


With the roſe, and each flower that decks out the field. 


But when you, my Delia, I ſtudy to praiſe, 
Your charms are ſufficient to ſet off my lays ; 


No need of the lily, pink, vi'let, or roſe, 


As you're ſweeter than theſe, ſo you're fairer than thoſe. 


EPIGRAM en PRIOR, Por B, and CIBBER, 


A PRIOR poſſeſs'd the poetical chair, 
With fame, and much merit for many a year; 
Till Pope ſtarted up, in a true Roman rage, 


And knock'd down the Prior with one ſingle page 3 


By the force of his wit he's infallible grown, 
And all men ſubſcribe to his judgment alone. 
Take care then, y poets, whatever you do, 

n ſwarms to the Dunciad you go, 
If cardinal Cibber won't give him a blow. 
Sure no man's ſo fit, if all's true that is ſaid, 


Ther his words, and his blows are as heavy, as lead. 


1 


A common beggar accoſting Monſ. Moliere, the great 
French comic poet, for charity in the ftreets of Paris, 
he gave him either through a real miſtake, or great ab- 
ſence of mind, a Louis d'or, in the ſtead of a piece of leſs 
value. The poor man as ſoon as he perceived it, hob- 
bled after him, and told him of it; on which Monſ. 
Moliere returned it to him with an other of the fame 
fort, as a reward for his honeſty, exclaiming at the ſame 
time, Good God ! how little nice virtue is in her lodgings. 


A gentleman (of which dainty kind we have too many 
in England) who doted on every thing except the pro- 
duct of his own country, and was a vaſt admirer of hard 
names, dining one day at a friend's houſe, aſked how 
that wine was called, of which he had juſt taſted à glaſs : 
his friend well knowing that it was but very indiffe- 
rent, and having made a purchaſe of it ſome two or 
three days before at Stocks-market, told him that he 
could abſolutely vouch for its being as. prime Stoko 
Marketto, as ever was imported. Ab, cried the other, 
1 thought as much, it is of a maſt delicious flaveur ; this 
is the wine 1 have been hunting after, Sir, this many a 
day; if your merchant has twenty pipes, and will ſpare 
- chem, I will be his chap for 'em all, at an hour's warning. 


A gentleman lying on his death-bed, called to his. 
coach-man, who had been an old ſervant, and ſaid, 
« Ah! Tom, I am going a long and rugged journey, 
far worſe than ever you drove me.” Never ſeem to mind 
it, maſter, {aid the fellow, it is all down hill. 


A clergyman. and an attorney were diſcourſing once 
together, on account of. a murder that had been per- 
petrated in the Weſt, and remained at that time undiſ- 
covered, which was a long while after it had been com- 
mitted. - I do not know how to account for it, doctor, 
ſaid the attorney, you. gentlemen of the cloth are for - 
ever preaching againſt fin and wickedneſs of all ſorts, 
and yet (tho? it be amazing) the devil fall continues, 
too powerful for you. I grant it, rephed the doctor, 
he doth fo, and I make no marvel about the matter, fince it 
7 a known {aft that the lawyers are all of his frat. 

a D 2 = One 
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EPITAPH oz Lady M W—— M-——; La- 
dog, ſuppoſed to be written by herſelf. 


PASSENGER (if haply thou can'ſt read) thou'lt find 
Here hes the faireſt of the ſpeechleſs kind; | 
Deicended from an ancient noble race 
Ol ladies lap-dogs in their ladies? grace. 
| Mifs Florimel, (that was the lady's name) 

| From Nature's hand receiv'd a comely frame; . 
i! Logg ears, bright eyes, a ſflort and dimpl'd noſe, 

ll A robe of ermin, ſpotted, ſilken hoſe, 
| With all that beauty on a dog beſtows. 
| Her acting principle, think what you _ on, 
. At leaſt twas next to, if it was not reaſon. | 
1 Tbis I'Il affirm, were all dumb brutes like her, 
| | Jo moſt that talk, the filent I'd prefer. 
Was the, becauſe ſhe never ſpoke, a brute ? 
1 How many would appear leſs ſuch, if mute! 
1 Brute as ſhe was, her actions yet were ſuch, 
0 As to moſt men might be a warm 3 
[| No truſt ſhe &'er betray'd, no friend forgot; 
1 Nor fawn'd on perſons when ſne lik'd em not. | 
Choice made her live twelve moons twice told a maid; - 
1 Obedience made her change her ſtate, and wed. 
1 Then phœnix like, ſhe yields her lateſt breath, 
„ To make way for her ſecond ſelf by death. 
{17 Who but mutt weep the loſs of Florimel, 
That for her ſpecies' ſake thus greatly fell? 
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1 0 à young Lady's telling a Gentleman his Fortune s 
1 Peet, te Cards. | 


18 - IN myſtic leaves, while Anna deals my fate, 
its And gives me joys of wedlock, wealth, and ſtate 3 
i Her wit and beauty, innocence and art, | 
Raviſh my ſoul, and rob me of my heart ! 
My hopes and blifs in her alone remain, 

1 I-fcorn the world, my ſybil to obta sx. 
it Caſſandra thus the fate of Troy fore-ſhew'd, 
| | And raging flames her flying words purſu d. 


EPI. 


(209 
One of the inferior actors at Drury-lane, rehearſing 
his part, either through dulneſs or careleſſneſs, in a 


manner that Mr. Garrick diſapproved of, he told him in 
a pet, that he was not fit to carry guts to a bear. After 


- 


the rehearſal was over, the actor who had been thus 
checked, goes to a very famous ſauſage ſhop, and buys . 


a pound ; and bringing them in his pocket to the thea- 
tre at night, took an opportunity when Mr. Garrick 
was preſent in the Jittle green room, to aſk Ned Berry, 
a brother actor, who was remarkably corpulent and an 
epicure, whether he loved good ſauſages ? if they are of 
the right ſort, replied Ned, I daw't know any thing I 
like better: There then, ſaid he, producing them, they 
came from ſuch a ſhop, I bought two pounds, and re- 
ſerved one of em for you, as I know you are puny ſto- 
mached, and ſuch a thing coming unawares I thought 
might poſſibly go doyn. Berry received the ſauſages 
with great pleaſure ; when the other, turning round to 
Mr. Garrick, There, Sir, ſaid he, iy the morning yon 
was genteel enough to tell me, that I wwas not fit to carry 
guts to a bear; it has coſt me eight-pence, to make you re- 
tract your opinion, and I hope ] bade not laid aut my money 
20 no purpoſe. 

A biſhop having, in a grave ſubje& of divinity, 
ſprinkled many witty ornaments of learning ; king James 


told him, they were like the blue, yellow, and red 


flowers in corn; which made a pleaſant ſhew, but hart 
the grain. 

Sir Thomas More, on the day he was beheaded, had 
a barber ſent to him becauſe his hair was long ; which 
it was thought would make him more commiſerated by 
the people. The barber aſked him, Whether he would 
be trimmed? In good faith, honeft fellow, ſaid Sir 
Thomas, the king and I have a ſuit for my bead, and till 
the title be cleared, I will beſtow no coſt upon it. 

A perſon was adviſed to venture ſomething in a lot- 
tery, Not I, ſays he, for none has luck in it but rank 
e rm Come, come, ſaid his wife, who _ ſtand- 
ing by, pray, my dear, venture ſomething ; fer I am ſure, 
Jou will have very good luck, EIS 1 5 
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„„ 
3 the Folly of ATHEISM, 
H OW weak the atheiſts arguments, how odd, 


Who to be happy firſt denies a God. 
So inconſiſtent, and his folly ſuch, 
He truſts too little, while he truſts too much. 
A foe profeſt to God Almighty's laws, 
Yet a blind bigot in the e 
A hint there is a God, raiſes a doubt, 
And prejudice puts weaker reaſon out: 
Of reaſon proud, by paſſion rul'd alone, 
And, cauſe e he'd have no God, concludes there's none, 
Thinks chance with blind effect nice order brings, 
And harmony from wild confuſion ſprings, 
Springs of itſelf — for all ſpontaneous grow, 
And the created are creators too. 
Then immortality hell diſbelieve, 
Vet ftarts to think he cannot always live ; 
Dreading it true, a future ſtate denies, 
And while he laughs at death, with fear he dies ; 3 
Deſpairing launches to ſome future ſtate, 
Repents his folly, but repents too late, 


evil's cauſe, 


EPIGRAM on a ſcribbling School-maſter, 7 * of 
neither ſpirit or genius. 


Y OUR ſcholars want the whip ; I ha nt demur "ih 


| Yet not ſo much as maſter wants the fpur. 


On the fame, bawi ng rotten Teeth. | 
.A MAS'TIFPF's teeth are juſtly held in vogue, 7 


They burniſh paper, or they bite a rogue; 


either uſe thy tnſks contribute right, *i 


Too rough to poliſh, and Hunt; to bite. 


On feeing a We man thrp 5, Huſband. 


" THE rib which Adam loſt to form his Made 5 
Sticks cloſer now than ever to his ſi dee. 
In vain the facred writ bid woman bow. 

Alas! his rib is his rib- roaſter no. de dd 
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A certain clergyman in the Weſt was requeſted by 
another, to preach for him at a little village about eight 
or nine miles diſtance from where the former lived, the 
latter being on ſome urgent buſineſs obliged to go to 
London; the requeſt being agreed to, he accordingly 
went. His congregation, (it being a very cold froſty 
day,) did not amount to above eight in all, and thoſe 
men of the ordinary ſort; and the parſon's ſermon hap- 
pening to prove longer than they liked, one dropped 
out of church, and the other dropped out, till in ſhort 
there were none left within, except the doctor and 
clerk, who ſtill continuing his ſermon, the clerk was 
as much out of patience as his neighbours, and looks 
ing up towards the pulpit, cried, Meaſter! meaſter 
Robins ! --- What ſay'ſt thou, John f od the parſon. 
They be aal gun, meaſter. I can't help it; John, re- 
plied the doctor, t the diſcourſe muſt be finiſhed for all 
that. John ſighed, and the parſon 2 1 0 after 
waiting about ten minutes longer, an finding no like- 
lihood of concluſion, John could not bear it, and ſtart- 
ing up, he addreffed the doctor again, with Meafter 
Robins l meaſer Robins l What ſay'ſt thou, John ? an- 
ſwered the doctor. I tell ye aubat leſe, meafter Robins, 
ſaid John, I dv want a dabbin ol yeale deadly bad, I do 
pon my ſoale nao; there, yo may ge an, ul yon wooll, 
and when you be dene, be ſe keind ta meake ueaſie ibe door, 
and leave. the tay for _ at the unn tbe age end of 
tbe town, wool ye PF: - 


A gentleman 5 0 a — fat danight ter, offered a 
portion with her: © Says the ther, Sh, 4 Fab of => 


26 enough for ne, if 3 can "Sud EF other . a- 
ling to — the reſt. 


A man was Nying "that his rede Nrandfa ther, ane 
grandfather; and fa er, died at 1ea:i Quoth another 
who heard him, if I were you, I would never go to fea 
Why, ſaid the other, where did your great grandfather, 
and grandfather and father die ? He anſwer'd, in their 
beds. 3 the ee en 
ee Le. sb to bad yer ou apt DEA 


(733, 


Written 4 the Rev. Dean SWIFT, en his own 
Dieafneſi. 
DEAF, giddy, helpleſs, left alone, 


To all my friends a burthen grown, 
} No more I hear my church's. bell, 
1 - Than if it rang out for my knell : 
| At thunder now, no more 1 ſtart, 
Than at the rumbling of a cart: 
Nay, what's incredible, alack ! 
I hardly hear a woman's clack. 


—— 
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STAN ZAS on reading 9 of the Works of the late 


Mr. CHARLES CHURCHILL. 


WHY, OF ame, with Churchill keep, 
| Sons of envy, rankling ſay ? 
Better wert for fame to ſleep, 

Than trifle ſo her time away. 


But females all will have their ways, 
Their jigs, their jaunts, and favorite men, 
Hence loads fir ir fame her Charles with bays, 
.. -Whilit not a ſprig for other Ren 
5 Some aſk, what can the goddeſs mean, 
What charms can ſhe in Churchill find ? 
| An honeſt heart, a bro ſerene, 
A tongue, that never clokes the wind. 


A Briciſh pen, that's not aſham 'd, 
62 To point PUFYICSs or. virtue own; 
. paint the. good unjuſtly bla | | 
And | ſcourge. the bad, the” near r the Rn, 


"P28 /\BeITAPH en 3907 Greiner. 2870 


MAN ſprung from duſt; to duſt returns again, er: 
Fraught with diſeaſes, and .o erwhelm'd with pain 3 
Short are his days, his joys much ſhorter ſtill, 
Blended with cares, an checquer'd o'er with ill. 17 
He's: happy then, Who ſoon reſigns his breath, E el 
. feels betimes the icy hand of death. N A 
4 a 
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1 

The late Mr. Taſwell was taken one night in charge 
by the watch for a riot in the ſtreet, he being very much 
diſguiſed in liquor, and at ſuch time he was remarkably 
prone to abuſe and quarrel ; in conſequence of the charge 
he was carried before one of our trading juſtices, whoſe 
chief characteriſticks were thoſe of impudence and ſtu- 
pidity; to every interrogatory of the magiſtrate, Taſ- 
well made no other anſwer, except your worſhip's wi/e, 
very wiſe indeed; your worſhip's wiſe, Not being able to 
get any thing elſe from him, he was committed to the 
round-houſe till the next morning to ſober him; when 
he was again brought before the magiſtrate, who began 
to reprimand him for his idle manner of talking the 
night before. What did I ſay then, Sir, replied Mr. Taſ- 
well; Say, cried the other, why, every queſtion that I 
aſked you, you ſtill replied with, your aworſhip's wiſe 
wery wiſe indeed; your weorſhip's wiſe, that I thought 
thou wert mad, and ſo did madam Pruant too. Hum! 
ſaid Taſwell, your worſpip no deubt hath read and ob- 
ſerved likewiſe, that drunkenneſs is a ſpecies of inſanity for 
the time, and if I ſaid fo, (as to be ſure I did, becauſe your 
worſhip ſays I did, ) I was mad indeed, and I humbly hope 

your worſhip will excuſe me. Well, well, ſaid the juſtice, 
| (not feeling the ſarcaſm) get you gone about your buſi- 
neſs, and never let me ſee you here again upon the ſame 
occaſion, or you may not get ſo eaſily quit of me I can 
aſſure you. | . 

A miniſter of ſtate had given poſitive orders to the 
porter, to deny him to a certain Gaſcon, Who was very 
troubleſome to him: The Gaſcon, however, havin 
greaſed the porter's fiſt, got in once more. The minil” 
ter, ſurprized to ſee this man, ' notwithſtanding his or- 
ders to the contrary ; I'll turn thee off, ſaid he to the 
porter, if this man ſays two words. The Gaſcon then, 
giving him his petition, only ſaid, Sign; which ſo pleaſ- 
ed the miniſter, that he ſigned it. PEI EN 

The late king of Pruſſia aſked Sir Robert Sutton, at 
a review of his tall grenadiers, if he thought an equal 
number of Engliſhmen would beat them? That I can't 
tell, Sir, but I believe half the number would try. 

Me | An 


> 
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On a certain young LADY, noted for the feekleneys of 


ber temper. 


DORINDA, moſt changeable girl 5 in ho world, 
By fancy from one man to t'other is hur'd, 
uſt ſhuttle-ccck like, ſhe's now here, and now there, 
his minute we hope, and the next we deſpair. 
By the meereſt of trifles her mind we diſcover, 
For a new pair of garters, ſhe'11 quit an old lover. 


Fo 
10 feed my flock, to watch my fold, 
To guard my tender lambs from cold, 


In vain are arts like theſe we cares” - 
*Tis pomp and ſplendor ſtrike the fair. 


While Strephon's garniſh'd neck around 
Von ſilken handkerchief is bound, - 
In vain my blooming cheeks appear; 
*Tis Strephon's look alarms my fair. 


What vails my hautboy ſweet of note, 
As Philomel's melodious throat? 
If Strephon's iv'ry pipe ſhe hear, 
Tis Strephon's mulic charms the fair. 


If, in the dance, on Strephon's knee, 
The ſumptuous ribbons bound ſhe ſee; 
JTis vain to ftrive with nicer air; 
"Tis Strephon's dance deludes my fair. 


Ceaſe then my art, ceaſe then my charms, 
To plead for Phyllis to my arms; 

My: flock, my fold no more my care, 
Muſt purchaſe charms to bribe my fair. 


T a young LADY, with a preſent of an Almanack. | 


HOW ſmall the volume! yet in this you _ 
'The ſun's whole labour in epitome : 
So if kind Venus aid the poet's art, 
And ſwell with ſoft deſires my Celia's heart; 
Here ſhe ſhall find one Epigram contain, 
More than a thouſand folio's can explain. 


© $8.4 
An Engliſh gentleman on his travels, from the win- 
dow of an inn, where he was diverting himſelf whilſt 
dinner was getting ready, ſaw two or three Frenchmen 
making all the ſport imaginable of a young raw coun- 
tryman of his, who had, like many more, been ſent full 
early into foreign parts. However, he not being wil- 
ling that the poor ſquire ſhould be too hardly dealt by, 
ſtepped down to his aſſiſtance, three of five valiant 
Frenchman took to their heels, the moment they were 
given to underſtand, that they muſt expect to receive 
chaſtiſement for their behaviour, unleſs they dejiſted 
from any further impertinence. The two that remained 
drew their ſwords; and inſiſted the diſpute” Thould be 
ended by their deciſion ; upon this, the gentleman hav- 
ing firſt aſked the ſquire in Engliſh if he was for engag- 
ing, and. his anſwer being in the affirmative, weapons 
were out immediately on the other ſide, and to it 
they went pall mall, The friendly gentleman having 
diſarmed his antagoniſt, turned about to fee what the 
ſquire had done with his, when he perceived him care- 
leſsly reſting upon the hilt of his ſword, and demanding 
what was become of his man, By the L--4, ſaid he, he's 
fafe encugh ; I put him into the well youder. And fo he 
had indeed, from which, on alarming the family he 
was extricated, not without much difficulty and loſs of 
blood, from three wounds he had received before his foot 
flipping, had given the bold Engliſhman an advantage 
he had determined to make the moſt of, | 
His late majeſty king George the ſecond being on his 
paſlage to Hanover, was overtaken by ſo very violent 
a ſtorm, that the yatcht was thought to be in imminent 
danger. One of the chaplains coming upon deck in a 
terrible confternation, demanded of the next ſeaman, 
what he thought of the weather? Get below, do, out 
o'the way, what the devil are you crawling about here 
for; was all the anſwer he could have from the tar. He 
next applied to one of the officers, Pray, Sir, ſaid he, 
what think you, are we like to be Joſt, or not? Why, 
truly, doctor, replied the officer, if the wind don't 
abate preſently, I don't know bat we may all be in hea- 
ven to-night. God foroid / ſaid the parſon. 
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The LADY's Lar-Doowa 


ANIMAL belov'd and beauteous, 
Happy fondling of the fair, 

Well does thy example ſhew t' us, 
What a woman's fav'rites are. 


Toying, trifling, pretty creature, 
F — for allenefs and eaſe ; 


Such by ſympathy of nature, 
Such, as thee, will ever pleaſe, 


Thou, on cuſhion ſoft reclining, 
Always fed with dainty bits, 
Snapping, ſnarling, wheedling, whining, 
Rival'ſt beaux, and flatter'ft wits. 
While the dog of martial ſpirit, 
Train'd to chace the mountain boar, 
Trufting only to his merit, 
Dirty cur's kick'd out of door. 
Thus the ſoldier ſeeking glory, 
Courting death in rude alarms, 


Finds at home, the uſual ſtory, 
Some ſpruce fop in Chloe's arms. 


Things like thee, by ſoft approaches, 
Fawning, ſervile, ſupple arts. 
Crowd their toilets, fill their coaches : 
Things like thee poſſeſs their hearts, 
5 oc 8-645 Rl AM, 
' VENUS in armour Pallas chanc'd to view, 
Who dar'd her much th'old quarrel to renew; 


Love's queen reply'd, and ſmil'd a world of charms, 
Naked I conquer'd-· you, what need of arms? 


| On a painted LADY. 
' CRIES Kitty to a'rattling buck, you know 
All is not gold that makes the glittering ſhew : | 
That's true, ſaid he, thy face would be no ſnare, 
But for deceitful colours painted there, 


An 


(i304 7 

A carpenter walking careleſsly through the ſtreets of 
Liſbon, whilſt ſome ſaint was carried in proceſſion, was 
reproved by a perſon for not paying that reſpect to the 
holy image that every body elſe did, and that it was his 
duty to do. The fellow burſt out a laughing, and re- 
plied, Sure you muſt take me for a fool indeed, to think 
1 ſhall down. © my knees in the midſt of the dirt here, 
to worſhip a ſaint that grew in my own orchard. three 
months agone, and had never been a jaint at all but for the 
labour of theſe hands. 1 

Oliver Cromwell, riding once through the city at the 
head of che troops, accompanied by general Lamhert, 
the mob huzzaing, and teſtifying great pleaſure at the 
ſight of him; the general was mightily delighted with 
the ſhew and applauſe, and could not help taking notice 
of it to his highneſs the protector; but that diſcerning 
man, obſerving what kind of people the hallooers con- 
ſiſted of, with a figh and a ſhrug, replied to the gene- 
raPs remark, Coufin, Conu/in! there would be à much 
greater crowd, and ten times the ſhouting, if you and 1 


were juſt now going together in a cart to the place of execu- 


Tinu. . 
A farmer who had two ſons, the one of which was 


greatly addicted to ſloth, inſomuch that he uſed to lie 


very late in bed every morning; the father ſaid to him 
one day, catching him in his neſt at paſt nine o'clock, 
Arn't you aſham'd to be ſo lazy thus day after day? 
There's your brother up always, and about the fields for 
hours, whilſt you lie here ſnoring; and this morning he 
has been well rewarded for his induſtry, having found 
a bag in one of the lower grounds, with no leſs than 
forty pounds in it: Has he, {aid the ſon, auh, then the 
nam that loft it, had better been in his bed as am. 80 
turned himſelf about, and went to ſleep again very 
contentedly, r 


Pythagoras, being once aſked, how a perſon muck | 


addicted to drunkenneſs might be cured of it; I know 
only of one effectual method, replied the philoſopher, 
and that is, by /erioufly refleting when ſaber of ail its ill 


conſequences, 
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EPIGRAM on the Death of a Friar, 


A FRIAR dy'd the other day, 
And ftrait to hell he poſts away; 
He knock'd for entrance at the gate, 
And wonder'd that they made him wait : 
He thought himſelf in ſuch condition, 
That they could ne'er refuſe admiſſion, 
At length a page from Satan came, 
And thus addreſt him in his name : 
Monk, you muſt quickly quit theſe borders, 
We know the tenets of your orders, 
Maxims that ſhock our whole abode, 
They ſay on earth, you eat your God ! 
And fince above you're ſo uncivil, 
Below, no doubt, you'd eat the devil. 


The laſt WISH of an humble Sinner. 


LET no vile flatterer, with verſe or buſt, 
Vainly pretend t'immortalize my duſt; 
No partial friend ſtrew. praiſes o'er my name, 7 
Where nought was found to praiſe, but much to blame; 
No arch for me e'er rear'd its lofty head, 
In proud defiance of the lowly dead ; 
But when I die, with the ſheep's fleece array'd, 
Soft in the lap of earth let me be laid; 
There, mixt with poor, the grateful tribute pay 
Of duſt and aſhes to my native clay; 
Quick*ning our gen'ral mother to conceive 
Some happier birth in future times to live, 
There, {till obedient to the laws moſt wiſe - 
Of heaven, by juſt gradations J ſhall riſe 
From earth to vegetable life again, 
From thence to animal, from thence to man, 


Till, ſummon'd by the trump of God away, 


I mount to live in everlaſting day. 


So may I walk here humble in his fight, 
That there my day may not be turn'd to night. 


fo 
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In the reign of king Charles the ſecond, the Dutch, 
who had been but a little before raiſed from obſcurity 
by the generoſity of England, began to infeft our trade, 
and inſult our fleets ; frequent memorials, and humble 
remonſtrances had been preſented to his majeſty to no 
effect. And when it was thought uſeleſs, and even un- 
ſafe to trouble him any farther, Killigrew the jeſter 
made uſe of the liberty his office intitled him to, to tell 
his majeſty the ſentiments of the nation. He came into 
the king's preſence booted and ſpurred, as if for a jour- 
ney: Where are you going to-day, Killigrew ? ſaid the 
king; To hell, Sir, anſwered he, 20 bring back Oliver 
Cromwell, to chaſtiſe the inſolence of the Dutch. Which 
ſarcaſtical anſwer had more weight with that witty mo- 
narch, than all the grave applications that had been 
made to him. 

It was reported by the Athenian ambaſſadors at their 
return from the court of Macedon, and that with great 
marks of admiration, that Phihp could drink 12 | 
dantly more than any one either of his courtiers of ſub- 
jets, at leaſt, that bad been heard of at that time; 
Demoſthenes, the orator, returned tartly, That it was 
no great compliment to a prince, to compare him to a ſpunge. 

Andrew Marvel, one of the moſt diſintereſted patriots 
in the reign of Charles the ſecond, by well managing 
a very narrow patrimony, kept himſelf above corruption ; 
and there is a ftory of him, which though it may ſeem 
to be but ordinary, deſerves to be everlaſtingly remem- 
bered : He dined uſually at a great .ordinary in the 
Strand, where having eat heartily of boiled beef, and 
pigeons roaſted and aſparagus, he drank his pint of port, 
and on the coming in of the reckoning, taking a piece 
out of his pocket, and holding it between his thumb and 
finger, Gentlemen, ſaid he, who wvould let himſelf out for 
hire, while he can have uch a dinner for half a crown. _ 

A young and learned gentleman, who was to, preach 
a probation ſermon for a very good leEtureſhip in the 
city, and had a bad voice, though otherwiſe an excellent 
| preacher ; a friend, when he came outof the pulpit, with'd 
him joy, and told him, he zvould certainly carry theelec 


lion, for he had no body's voice againſt him but his oon. 
E 2 | „ 


00 73 
Te an AUTHOR of merit, groſely beſpattered by 
the Rewiewwers, as they call themſelves. 


DESPISE their malice, poor and low aſſault, 
Scandal gives fame, when merit is the fault. 
Their envy pines, impatient of thy light, 
Would blaſt thy labours, turn thy day to night. 
They rave, dull things, to ſee their works outſhone, 


Put honour this revenge allows, ſhine on, 
The ATHEIST and ACORN. 


METHINKS this world ſeems odly made, 
And every thing amitſs ; | 
A dull complaming atheiſt ſaid, 
As ſtretch'd he lay beneath a ſhade, 
And inſtanced in this. 
Behold, quoth he, that mighty thing, 
A pumkin large and round, 
Is held but by a little ſtring, 
Which cannot upward make it ſpring, 
Nor bear it from the ground. 


While on this tree a fruit ſo ſmall, 
So diſproportion'd grows, 
That whoſo'er ſurveys this all, 
This univerſal caſual ball, 
Its ill contrivance knows. 


My better judgment vWuld have hung, 
That fruit upon this tree, 

And left this maſt thus ſlightly ſtrung, 

Mong things that on the ſurface ſprung, 
And weak and feeble be.. 


No more the caviller could ſay, 
| No further faults deſcry ; 
For upward gazing as he lay, 
An acorn, looſen'd from its ſtay, 
Fell down upon his eye. 
The wounded part with tears ran o'er, 
As puniſh*d for the ſin. 
Fool ! had that bough a pumkin bore, 
Thy whimſies muſt have work'd no more, 
Nor Kull have kept em in. 4 


„„ ad G 8 Feige 
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It was rumor'd of Coſmo de Medicis, grand duke of 
Tuſcany, on account of his prodigious wealth, that he 
had the art of tranſmutation. A noble Venetian,«who, 
though he had but a ſmall fortune, was well recom- | 
mended to his highneſs, (and by his polite behaviour 
added daily to his credit in that court,) one day fairly 
put the queſtion, and aſked the duke, if he had the phi- 
loſopher's ſtone, or not? My friend, ſaid the duke, 
] have; and becauſe I have a regard for you, I will 
give you the receipt in a few words — I never bid another 
do that which JI can do myſelf; ] never put off till to-mor- 
row what may be done to-day ; nor do I ever think any 
matter fo trivial as not to deſerve. notice. The Venetian 
thank'd his highneſs for his ſecret ; and by obſerving 
his rules acquired a great eſtate. | 
A gentleman eating ſome mutton that was very 
tough, ſaid, It put him in mind of an old Engliſh poet: 
Being aſked who that was, Chau cer, replied he. 
Some ratthng fellows from London putting into 
an inn, ſeeing a plain rough-hewn farmer there; ſays 
one of them, You hall ſee me dumb-found that coun- 
tryman : —— So coming up to him, he gives his hat a 
tv-irl round, ſaying, T here's half a crown for you, coun- 
!r;mnaun, The farmer, after recovering a little from his 
ſurprize, reared his oaken towel, and ſurveying him 
very gravely, gave him two very handfome drubs on the 
moulder, I thank you for your kindneſs, friend, there's 
two ſhillings of your money again. | 
The late lord chancellor 'T-b-t when he was under 
the tuition of the reverend who uſed to call him 
his little chancellor, one day replied, that when he was 
ſo, he would give him a good living; one happening to 
fall ſoon after he was chancellor, he recollected his pro- 
miſe, and ordered the preſentation to be filled up for 
his old maſter, who ſoon after came to his lordſhip to 
remind him of his promiſe, and to aſk him for the liv- 
ing: Why really, ſays my lord, I xviſh you had come a any 
Sooner, but I have given it away already, and when you 
/ee to whom, TI dare jay you will not think me too. blame; fa 
putting the preſentation into his hands, he convinc'd 
him that he had not forgot his promiſe. | 
| SY | A 
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As the Mole's ſilent ſtream crept penſive along, 
And the winds murmur'd ſolemn the willows among ; 
On a green turf complaining a ſwain lay reclin'd, 
And wept to the river, and ſigh'd to the wind. 

In vain (he cried) nature has waken'd the ſpring, 
In vain blooms the vilet, the nightingales ſing; 
'Fo a heart full of ſorrow no beauties appear, 
Each zephyr's a figh, each dew-drop's a tear. 


In vain my Selinda has graces to move, 
The faireſt to envy, the wiſeſt to love; 
Her preſence no longer delights my fad eye, 
Since without her to live is more pain than to die. 


O that ſlumber his pin ions would over me ſpread, 
And paint but her image (in dreams) in her ſtead ; 
The beautiful viſion would ſoften my pain, 

But ſleep's a relief I ſollicit in vain. 

'Fhe wretch thus like me, his heart wounded with care, 
Is deluded by hope, and undone by deſpair ; 

His pains ever waking deny him repoſe, 

And the moments but vary to vary his woes. 


EPITAP H or an ALDERMAN of Doncaſter, wha | 


died of a Lethargy. 


HERE faſt aſleep upon his back, 
By death extended lies plump Jack ; 
A ſleeper ne'er to be forgot, 
Renown'd as Chamberlain or Trott. 
Oft has he ſlept, (we've heard him ſnore) 
Within theſe ſacred walls before ; 
Yet, charm'd a while by Morpheus? rod, 
He ſoon ſhook off the feeble god, TER 
And ſoon victorious gan to riſe, 
And yawn and. ſtare, and rub his eyes. 
Now vanquiſh'd quite, behold him fall, 
Attack'd by ſleep, and death, and all. 
Be ſerious muſe: the day will come, 
When he, freſh riſing from this tomb, 
Shall life, and other realms explore, 
And wake, to die, to ſleep no more. 


9 
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A harmleſs country fellow having commenced a ſuit 
againſt a gentleman that had beat down his fences, and 
ſpoiled his corn; when the aſſizes drew near, his adver- 
{ary bribed his only evidence to keep out of the way: 
Well, ſays the fellow, I'm reſolved VII up to town, and 
the king ſhall know it. The king know it, ſays his 
landlord, who was an attorney, prithee what good will 
that do you, if the man keeps out of the way? May, 
Sir, ſays the poor fellow, I have heard you ſay, the king 
could make a man A PEER at any time. 


A certain juſtice of the peace, that was not far from 
Clerkenwell, in the firſt year of king George I. when 


the fellow, whom he hired to officiate as his clerk, was 


reading a mittimus to him, coming to Arno Domini 1714. 
How now, ſaid he, with ſome warmth, and why not 
Georgio Domini? /ure you forgot yourſelf ſtrangely. | 
An Engliſh gentleman being in Brecknockſhire, uſed 
ſometimes to divert himſelf with ſhooting ; but being 
ſuſpected by one of the little Welch juſtices, not to be 
qualified, his worſhip told him, That unleſs he could 
produce his qualification, he ſhould not allow him to 
ſhoot there, for he had tuo litile manners. Yes, Sir, 
ſaid the Engliſhman, any body may perceive that. Per- 


ceive what ? cried the Welchman. That you have too 


little manners, ſaid the other, | 

A prince laughing at one of his courtiers, whom he 
had employed on ſeveral embaſſies, told him, He looked 
liked an owl. I know not, rephed the courtier, awhat I 
look like ; but this I know, that I have had the hqnour ſe- 
weral times to repreſent your majeſty's perſon. | 


Quin, the player, famous for his repartees, dined in 
the country with a certain great d—ke, who made an 
apology for treating his gueſts only with port wine, be- 
cauſe his butler had loſt the key of his claret cellar. 
Afﬀter dinner, he took chem into his garden to ſhew them 


an oſtrich; and, among other ſtrange qualities which 


appertained to that creature, told them it could digeſt 


iron. Say you /o, my lord, ſaid Mr. Quin, auhy then I'd bet © 


fifty pounds do a ſhillias, that that ſcoundrel hath fwallowed 
the key of your lardſhip's claret cellar, ©#;- od 
| A 
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A jew COPPER MEDALS avere Rrrack of 
Sir IsAAC NewTON, and one of them having 
been ſent by a Gentleman in London, 10 another in 
the Country, the latter returned the following Verſes 
on the Occaiſſon. bo 


WHEN worthleſs monarchs bend beneath their fate, 
Their honour ceaſes, and no more they're great; 
Death o'er their fame its ſoy'reign power diſplays, 
And leaves no footſteps of the flaſhy blaze. 

Then ſhining medals, meant to raiſe their name, 
Are ſhining records of eternal thame : 

The curious eyes the well-wrought work behold, 
Not for the flaſh of glory, but of gold 

And all the honours that ſuch trifles bring, 

Is but to ſay, its owner was — a king. 

Illuſtrious Newton aſks no golden name, 

Here copper brightens to unmortal fame : | 
The name once ſeen, his wond'rous works we ſcan, 
And loſe at once the medal in the man. 

Wrapt in the thought, our glowing fouls purſue, 
Bright nature op'ning like a flower to view. 
Would heav'n indulgent, ſpin my lengthen'd date, 
Nor let me drop, unripen'd to my fate, 
Whene'er this venerable buſt J ſee, * 

PH think on Newton, and I'Il think on thee. 
Thus Newton's name to laſting friends ſhall prove, 
Like his own works, a monument of love. 


PUNCH awd ne MASTIPE. 


48 Punch, aſſuming Gallic dreſs and pride, 
Was ſwaggering o'er ihe ſtage, with aukward ſtride, 
Fierce at the mimic heroe Captain flew, 

As if by inſtin England's foes he knew. 
__ Tho! legates may at injur'd courts prevail, 

Perry may hold a hon by the tail! 

. Curs may be brib'd with cruſts, or aw'd by fear: 
I The true bred maſtiff will no robber ſpare. 
=_ A nated fellow for fhewing. creatures. 
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A country fellow, who was juſt come to London, 
ping about at every ſhop he came to, at laſt looked 
into a ſcrivener's, where ſeeing only one man as at 


a deſk, he could not imagine what was fold there; but, 
calling to the clerk, Pray, Sir, ſaid he, what do you 
ſell here? Loggerheads, cried the other. Do you ? an- 
ſwered the countryman, Egad, then yiu'we a ſpecial trade, 
for I fee you have but one left. | 
King Charles II. being prevailed upon by one of his 
courtiers to knight a very worthleſs fellow, of a mean 
aſpect; when he was going to lay the ſword upon his 
ſhoulder, the new knight drew a little back, and hung 
down his head, as out of countenance : Don't be aſham'd, 
ſaid the king, *z7s I have moſt reaſon. 
In a viſit queen Elizabeth made to the famous lord 
chancellor Bacon, at a ſmall countty-ſear, which he 
had built for himſelf before his preferment ; ſhe aſked 
him, How it came that he had made himſelf fo fmall a 
houſe? It was not I that made my houſe too ſmall for my- 


felf, madam, replied the chancellor, but you made me 400 - 


big for my houſe. 


Lord Rocheſter was once invited to ſupper, by three 


different perſons, viz. a Romiſh pneſt, a Proteſtant 
prieſt, and a Preſbyterian. The ſupper they provided 
was ſalmon trout, with lobſter and ſhrimp fauce ; after 
it was ſerved, the Romiſh prieſt, being firſt, helped 
himſelf to the head of the fiſh, ſaying, Roma eſt caput 
eccleffe. Rome is the head of the church. The Proteſ- 
tant being next, helped himſelf to the middle part of 
the fiſh, and ſaid, In medeo con/iti virtus. In the middle 


lieth the goodneſs. . The Preſbyterian directly took the 


tail part, ſaying, Finis coronat opus. The end crowns 
all. Rocheſter ſeeing there was nothing left for him 
but the ſauce, took up that, and ſaid, In nomini Do- 
mini ego baptiſo vos. In the name of the Lord I baptiſe 
ye all, and flung it over them. Pex. 

Two gentlemen ſtanding together, as a young lady 
paſſed by them, ſaid one, There goes the handſome 
woman I ever ſaw. She hearing him, turned back, and 
ſeeing him very ugly, ſaid, I with I could, in return, ſay 
as much hy you. So you may, madam, faidhe, and lye as 7 * 


| 3 46 ) 
LINES ævrete 2 a fond Huſband, in compliment 760 


bis Wife, he being at the time fome diſtance from her. 


O THOU! in whom complacence dear I find, 
Thou ſweeteſt ſolace of my lab'ring mind; 
Thou deareſt partner of my joys and cares, 
Thou daily ſubje& of my fervent prayers ; 
Whom ſhould I love but thee, my charming ſpouſe ; 
To whom I ſtand N by ſolemn vows. 


| 
= Are children dear, and not Maria more, 
1 
| 


Maria ! who the beauteous offspring bore ? 


1 Whom ſhould I care to pleaſe, my fair, but thee, —_— 
Who gav'ſt in blooming youth thyſelf to me ? 5 
Nor parents frowns thy ſteady heart could move, : 


14 Firm to thy choice, and conſtant in thy love; 

| Love, which thro' years in penſive patience ſpent, 
Bow's their reluctant minds to late conſent. 
Bleſt be the day when Hymen join'd our hands, 
And bound our gentle hearts with mutual bands : 
The day when thou by pure affection led, 
Did'ſt take me for thy ſpouſe, thy guide, thy bead. 
Still may my breaſt with chaſteſt paſſion burn, 
Still may Maria equal flame return; 
Connubial flame ſtill in thy boſom glow, 
Fond as the loving hind, and pe de nt roe; 
So ſhall thy bliſs, my joy perpetual prove, 
And be ever — raviſh'd with thy love. 


I Corgrarilatory LINES ro King Chants the Sechndh, 
on his Recovery from a dangerous Fit of . By. 
an Oxford Student. 


ART hungry, Death SF 
Doth thy ſtomach ring noon ?. 
Woulcd'ſt eat our king! 2 
Thou ſhould'ſt eat the devil as ſoon. 


An E PIT APH i Aftien Church Yard, near Briſtol. 


A LOVING. huſband, and a careful guide, 
Is here laid down to reſt and bide, 
In peace to ſleep the time away, 


Un wt, the reſurrection day. 


({ 44: 
| A biſhop going in great haſte to Rome to be cardina- 
lized, miſſed his promotion, and returned; but got a 
violent cold by the way: It is no wonder, ſaid one that 
was told of it, ſince he came ſo far without his hat. 


A young officer in a large mixed company at a tavern 
in one of our ſea ports, gave his majeſty king George 
as a toaſt, A perſon notoriouſly diſaffected to the pre- 
ſent government, when the glaſs came to his turn, 
drank only, the king! The captain m reſeatment, 
that his toaſt had not had the proper reſpect paid to it, 
coloured up as red as his regimentals, and demanded 
of the gentleman, what king? Nay, Sir, replied the 
other, don't put yourſelf into a paſſion, here is to the 
king whom God beft reſpects. Z2cunds ! Sir, ſaid the 
officer, that's not king George. 


A nobleman ſhewing Mr. Quin ſome very fine gar- 
dens, and other improvements about his eſtate, A, my 
lord, replied he with a ſigh, theje are the beautiful things 
that make death fo dreadful. . 


| Counſellor Fitzakerly pleading. a caſe before lord 
chief juſtice Lee ; his lordſhip on a diſpute ſaid, Bro- 
ther Fitzakerly, I remember on a fimilar caſe argued 
before me, no longer than a twelvemonth ago, you was 
of a different opinion; I beg your lordſhip's pardon, 
replied the counſellor, it could not poſſibly be a ſimi- 
lar caſe, becauſe I was then feed on the other ſide. 


Mr. Quin calling to lie at Burford, at the time of the 
races, could have no bed but the part of a clergyman's 
who lay 1n the garret, which he accepted, and made the 
doQor drunk for his civility. Mr. Quin, on going to 
bed, perceived the parſon's linen to be exceſſively dirty, 
whereupon he aſked him his name, (being yet a ſtranger 
to it,) the gentleman told him, it was Dobſon, and that 
by the benevolence of his patron, he enjoyed a very 
good living: ſome twenty miles off; Doctor Dobſon, ſaid 
Mr. Quin, I have nothing to do with the benevolence of 
your patron, or the goodneſs of your living; but take 
this from me, Doctor Dobſon, You fall not come to bed 
with your cafſock on, you may depend upon it. | 5H 


gy 


(40: ) 


IN vain I wiſh'd for 3 
4 5 And ſtru ugel d with my yoke 
Till Sylvia's falſhood ſet me free, 
And all my fetters broke. 


Now all which I admir'd before, 
I] view ſecure from harm; 

Her radiant eyes can wound no more, 
Her face no longer charm, 


On all the beauties of that face, 
Which kindled firſt the fire, 
Pleas'd, yet unmov'd I now can gaze, 

Without one warm deſire. 


The ſailor thus, with looks ſedate, 
When ſafe upon the ſhore, 

With pleaſure ſees the billows beat, 

And hears the teinpeſt roar. 


za REPO | that wwhen the Gentlemen Steavardt, 
c. of the Welch Society, wvaited on the Prince of 
Wales, his Royal Highne/s gracouſly put forth his 
Hund to euch of them to kifs, and was highly pleaſed 
wntil the Rew, Mr. Evans (the Chaplain) approach- 
ed him, at evhoſe Appearance he ſcem'd terrified, and 
Areau back his Haud on that Genilemau s advancing 5 


to ſalute it. 3 Bi 


WHEN Cambria? 5 free born 50 their prince ad- 


dreſt, 


Gracious he ſmil'd on all, nd the prieſt ; — 
Shock/d at the garb, perhaps, the reverend w ore; 
That cou'dn't be, for blacks he had ſeen before. 


Here, rather think IL, -that-the point may reſt, 


Free from all guile the doctor's upright breaſt; 
From foul corruption's taint of every ſort, 
And all ſuch parſons bugbears are at court, 


(49 ) 

A gentleman ſtaying late one night at à tavern, his 
wite tent his ſervant for him about twelve; John, ſaid 
he, go home, and tell your miſtreſs, it can be no more; 
the man returned by his miſtreſs's order again at one; 
the anſwer then was, it could be no leſs ; But, Sir, ſaid 
the man, the day is broke: With all my heart, replied the 
maſter, he owes me nothing — But the ſun is up, Sir. 
And ſo he ought to be, John, ought he not? He has 
farther 10 go than we hade, I am ſure. | 

A certain gentleman having amongſt his friends the 
nick-name of Bos, which was a contraction of his real 
name ; when his late majeſty conferred the honour of 


peerage upon him, a pamphlet was ſoon publiſhed, with 


many farcaſtical ſtrokes at him, and had this part of à 
line from Horace as a motto, w7z. 
| | optat Epipa Bos 

My lord aſked a friend who underſtood Latin, what that 
meant? It is as much as to ſay, my lord, ſaid he, that 
you become honours as a ſow does a ſaddle. Oh! very 
fine! ſaid my lord. Soon after another friend comin 
to ſee him, the pamphlet was * ſpoken of. 1 w—_ 
fays my lord, give five hundre 

thor of the pamphlet: ſaid his friend, I know who 
wrote the motto. Ay, cried my lord, prithee who was 
it? Horace, anſwer'd the other. How ? replied his 
lordſhip, a dirty raſcal, is that the return he makes for 
all the ſervices I have done him and his brother. 
A perſon, whoſe name was Cock, though almeſt at 
the laſt gaſp, could not help jeſting with a female ela- 
tion, who, coming to the bed-ſide where he lay, ſaid, 
How do you do, couſin Cock ? Going to rooff, couſin, 
replied he, and died immediately. 5 | 

The old lord Strangford taking a bottle with the par- 

ſon of the pariſh, greatly commended his own wine. 
Doctor, ſaid he, I can ſend a couple of ho-ho-hounds 
to Fra-Fra-France (for his lordſhip had a great impedi- 
ment in his ſpecch) and have a ho-ho-hogs-head of wine 
for them: what do you:fay to that, doctor? Why, re- 
5 he, I ſay that your lordſhip has your wine Dog 
chte. | TT | 


d pounds to know the au- 
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ADVICE % te LADIES, 


*TIS not the ruby lip, and ſparkling eye, 
Can raiſe a paſſion that ſhall never die: 
Beauty the brighteſt, is the fraileſt flower: 
To what amounts its weak, tho' boaſted power! 
Perhaps ſome giddy thoughtleſs youth to warm, 
While bloom the graces of the lovely form : 

But, ah! how ſhort the pride of beauty laſts, | 
Which ends with youth, and pain or ſickneſs blaſts } 
Be then advis'd betimes, ye young and fair, 

And let ſublimer charms engage your care ; 

With every grace of mind attempt to ſhine, 
With virtue, ſenſe, with beauty, ſweetneſs join: 
With theſe adorn'd, when beauty 1s no more, 
Ye ſtill to charm, ſhall have the pleaſing power; 
Not one ſoft ſmile ſhall be beſtow'd in vain, - © 
But laſting as your worth, ſhall be your reign. 


„ 


STREPHON ! how. could you cruel prove, 
To flight me when you ſee I love? 
What madneſs has poſſeſs'd your mind? 
Muſt you be falſe, *cauſe I am kind :? 


'The love ſo eagerly you ſought, 
I gave you ſooner than I ought; 
And now I'm baniſh'd from your breaſt, | 
| Becauſe I granted your requeſt, 2 
Had I unkind, and cruel prov'd, 
Falſe man! I had been ſtill belov'd : 
While I was cold, your breaſt was fir d; 
When my flame kindled yours expir'd. 
May the next woman you addreſs, 
Torment you more, and love you leſs ; 
Then like a ſpaniel you will prove, 
The worſe your us'd, the more you'll love, 


* 


EPI. 


„ 

Two Jeſuites having packed together an innumerable 
parcel of miraculous lyes, a perſon Who heard them, 
without taking upon him to contradict them, told them 
one of his own; that at St. Alban's there was a ſtone 

ciſtern, in which water was always preſerved for the uſe 
of that ſaint, and that ever ſince, if a ſwine ſhould drink 
of it, he would inſtantly die. The Jeſuites, hugging 
themſelves at the ſtory, ſet out the next day to St. Al- 
bans, where they found themſelves miſerably deceived. 
On their return, they .upbraided the perſon with telling 
them ſo monſtrous a ſtory. Look ye there now, ſaid he, 
you told me a hundred lyes t'other night, and I had 
better breeding than to contradict you ; I told you but 
one, and you 5 rode twenty miles to confute me, 
«which is very uncivil. | | 
Mr. Taſwell having once been informed by a friend, 
that to his certain knowledge ſuch a one the bailiff had a 
2 writ againſt him, which he intended to execute that 
very day; he aſked if the bailiff had had the ſmall-pox, 
to which, his acquaintance having anſwered in the ne- 
gative, that's lucky, ſaid he, go your ways, and tell 
him, that he may be ſure of me now, for you left me 
in bed. The man did as he was ordered ; and Taſwell 
immediately whips off his cloaths, and gets into bed be- 
tween, two ſmall children of his landlady, who were 
both down with the ſmall-pox, and very full, having 
firſt let the woman into the ſecret. As ſoon as he he, 
the bailiff's tread upon the ſtairs, he covers the chil- 
dren up with the ſheet, and calling familiarly to him by 
his name, bid him walk in: Sir, ſaid he to the catch- 
pole, I know your bulineſs, and have heard much of 
your humanity ; be fo kind before you execute your 
office, juſt to ſit down three minutes and hear my itory, 
I won't detain you; Is net my plaintiff, think you, Mr, —, 
a meft cruel man, to arreſt a perſon in my condition — my 
avife juft miſcarried, J broke my leg, and tauo poor bleſſed 
babies, God help em, in this miſerable cinditioa; do but 
fee, Sir ! In ſo faying, he flung down the ſheet, and 
holding up a child in each hand, frighted the bailiff in 
ſach a manner, that he inſtantly ran away, and left 
his priſoner, to take the — of his ingenuity. 
«WF | F 4 ; : 
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EPIGRAM on be Death ef the late Riv. Mr, 
Charles Churchill. 


| REJOICE foul Catamites of Britain's iſle, 

| Sycophants, thieves, reviewers, perjurers, {mile ;. 

þ Witlings rejoice ! who now ancurb'd may load,, 

The flaviſh preis with letter, poem, ode, 

| In Kaen praiſes of deteſted men, 

Beneath the notice of a free- born pen; 

| Joy bribery and corruptton, up and play ! 

18 What bard fhall check, now Churchill is away? 
hat muſe ſhall cheer, and. warm our ſinking land > 

Hark! harz! a voice, if right I underſtand, 

Proclaims, tho? fate has ſtopp'd his unaw'd breath, 

And Churchill mocks the ſtingleſs reign of death,, 

Vet *tis permitted by the heav'nly hoſt, 

That Exgie Bu ever fall retain his Cheſt -. 


* Aluding to his poem {6 called, 
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WHEN Molly firit riſes, ſbe's. thirty confeſs'd, 

But feems in the bloom of fifteen when ſhe's dreſs'd ; 3 

From the toilette when come, ſhe coquets all the day, 

To be thought ſhe's as pretty, and young as ſhe's gay: 

By Rrangers the's thought fo; to them is a toaſt : 

But how falſe all the power that Molly can boaft.! 

Without patch or paint, with her own face put on, 

In the morn ſhe'd loſe all, whom at night ſhe had won, 


EPTGRAM en MODERN AUTHORS. 
AUTHORS have one ſure comfort, ſince they find,, 


Readers, whom mother nature has deſign'd 

For them; none write fo low, but there are thoſe, 
udge as they write, either for verſe, or proſe. 

My lady and her woman feed their fancies, | 
With news, odes, ballads, Triſtram, and romances. 
Whilſt coachman, footman, chamber-maid and cook, 
With wond'rous zeal thumb o'er ſage Whitcheld's book, 
Tt if their ſouls reje& ſuch heavy? nly fare, 


he laſt new play, or Whittington the mayors 2 


= - 
Lys , 
; 


- * 


(> 3 


A company of young gentlemen having ſupped at 
a noted tavern in Covent Garden, and ran up a very hne 
extravagant bill, without the means of defraying it, 


hit on a method to extricate themſelves from the difficul- 
ty, that was whimſical enough —— Fg called for a 


bottle of Champagne and the reckoning, the waiter 
found them all ſtanding, and each inſiſting on paying 
the whole charge himſelf. At length one of them pro- 
poſed, fince there was no likelihood of ſettling it ſoon 
that way, the faireſt he could think of was, that the 
drawer ſhould be blindfolded, and the firſt gentleman 
that he caught ſhould be ſofered to lay down the whale 
money; this was agreed to; and the waiter had a 
handkerchief tied about his eyes, and after amuſing him 
with a turn or two, in which they took good care to 
keep far enough out of his reach, they ſlipt off one by 
one, till there was no perſon left 1n the room except 
himſelf, and the maſter running up to ſee what occa- 
ſioned ſuch a noiſe above fairs, the waiter caught hold 
of him as he entered the room, By the L--d, Sir, ſaid 
| he, I have got you, you muſt pay the bill; I believe muſt, 

ſaid the maſter, for I fee no body elſe to do it; but 
what the deuce is the meaning of all this, are you mad 
Tom? Tom had by this time pulPd the handkerchief 
off his face, and was as much aſtoniſhed as his matter, 


ſo that it was ſome time before he was ſufficiently reco- 


vered to give any account of the matter, Which when he 
did, the maſter was philoſopher enough to make a joke 
of the ſtory; ſaying, to be ſure the frolic was an ex- 
penſive one to him, but he ſhould comfort himſelf on 
the conſideration, that he was not the only ſool in the 
nation that ſuffered by the game of blind man's buff. 
The late celebrated Dr. Brown courted a lady for 


many years, though. unſucceſsfuily, during which time 


it had ever been his cuſtom, when in company, to drink 
the lady's health before that of any other; but he was 
obſerved one evening to omit it: a gentleman remind- 
ing him of it, ſaid, Come, doctor, drink the lady, your 
toaſt. The doctor rephed, I have toaſted her for theſe 
wo ſeven years, and I can't make her Brown, ſo III 
toaſt ker no longer. e | 


F:3 Dr. 
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A. Negroe, who had been named Nat by his Maſter at the 
Time of Purchaſe, found means to inveigle the Aﬀec-. 
tions of a young Indian Girl, whom the Planter kept 
from him. But the Maſter hawing been informed of 
the Matter, under Pretence of wifiting another Plan- 
ration that he had at ſome Diſtance, furniſhed the 
Lowers with an Opportunity of meeting, which they did 
not fail to make uſe of ; but coming on them unawares,. 
Nat #r/# hearing him, endeavoured to eſcape, but being 
entangled in his Hurry in the Net, with which the 
Beds in the Weſt Indies are generally ſourrounded 10 
prevent the Muſcatoes or Gnats from geiting to People 
a0 they fleep, his enraged Maſter cauſed bim to be 
immediately hanged on a neighbouring Hiccory, or wild 
Wellmt-Tree: On which tragical Event a Creolian 
Bard wrote the four following Lines. ; 
NAT, am'rous ſlave, one night being caught in net, 
9 Which Indian laſs gainſt gnats cloſe Inuit had ſet, 


On wallgat- tree 1s truſs'd ; 4not ſtops his breath; 
And ſo gnat, net, night, knot, nut, knit Nat's death. 


. VERSES occaſfoned by the Author's preſenting a Fan 
to a young Lady, on which was painted the Story of 
Cephalus and Procris, with this Motto, Aura Veni. 

; a By Ma. POPE. | 


COME, gentle air, th*/Eolian ſhepherd ſaid, 
While Procris panted in the ſecret ſhade. 
Come, gentle air, the fairer Delia cries, 7 
While at her feet her ſwain expiring lies. Ry 
Lo! the glad pales o'er all her beauties ſtray, 1 
Breath on her 3 and in her boſom play. 
This toy in Delia's hand is fatal found, 
Nor could that fabled dart more ſurely wound. 
Yet gviltleſs tco this bright deſtroyer lives, 
At random wounds, nor knows the wounds ſhe pives 3 
She views the ſtory with attentive eyes, | 
Al. d pities Precris, while her lover dies. Verses 
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Dr. King, the late archbiſhop of Dublin, uſed always, 


either at home or abroad, to eat off a trencher, and 
being once at table where there were a great deal of 
company, the old gentleman at that time chopping 
ſome capers amongſt his ſauce, ſaid, Gentlemen and la- 
dies, however uncommon it may ſound, yet you may venture 
to affirm hereafter among ſi your acquaintance, that you ſaw 


Dr. King, archbiſhop of Dublin, when he aba, more than 


four ſcore and ſeven years of age, cut capers upon a trencher , 


as neatly as the briſteſt young fellow in the room could have 


done. 


A fellow begging with two wooden legs, having fol- 
towed a gentleman, who was very gouty, for a long 
way, and to no manner of purpoſe, finding at laſt he 
could could get nothing from him, exclaimed with a 
great oath, you miſerly hopping ſon of a ——, TI awould 
not change legs with you, for all you re worth. E. 


A certain Italian having wrote a book upon the art 
of making gold, dedicated it to pope Leo X. in hopes 
of a reward. His holineſs finding the man conſtantly 
following him, at length gave him a'large empty purſe, 
ſaying, Sir, fince you know how to make gold, you can 
have no need of any thing but a purſe to put it in. .»” 

Mr. Prior, when ambaſſador, being at one of the 
French operas at Paris, and ſeated in a box with a rp- 
bl-man he was free with, who, as uſual in France, 
ſang louder than the performer, burſt into bitter in- 
vectives againſt the latter; upon which bis . 


gave over, to enquire the reaſon, adding, that the per- 
on he exclaimed againit {2 fiercely, Was one of the 


| fineſt voices they had. Yes, replies his excellency, but 


he makes ſuch a horrid noiſe, that I can't hear your lordſhip. 


A young nobleman, in queen Ann's reign, was ſent. 
On board a man of war, with the queen's 


etter, being 
at chuck with ſome of the ſhip boys, he ſaid he was firſt. 


No, rephed another, you are not; you lie like a ſon of 
There's manners! cries the 


a „ faid my lord. 
other. Manners, anſwered a third, where the devil 


mould he learn manners? 4e has been but twa days aboard. 


Some 
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VERSES Vi with a filuer Standiſh, on Dean 


SwiFT's Deſt, by Dr. DELAN x. 


HITHER from Mexico I came 
To ſerve a proud Iernian dame: 


Was long ſubmitted to her will; 
At length ſhe loſt me at quadrille. 


Thro' various ſhapes I viten paſs'd, 
Still hoping to have reit at Jait ; 

And ſtill ambitious to obtain 
Admittance to the patriot dean 

And ſometimes got within bis d door, 
But ſtill turn'd out to ſerve the poor®, 
Not ſtroling idleneſs to aid, 


But honeſt induſtry decay” 2. 


At length an artiſt purehas'd me, 
And brought me to the ſhape you ſee. 
This done, to Hermes I apply'd, 
Oh! Hermes, pratify my pride: 

Be it my fate to ſerve a ſage 

The greateſt genius of his age: 
That matchlels pen let me ſupply, 
Whoſe living lines will never die. 

I grant your ſuit, the god reply'd, 
And here he left me to reſide. 


Alling to 500). a year lent by the dean without 112 


tereſt, to poor trade nen. 


The Allowing LINES were written en vccafren of thi 


Death of Sir THOMAS PaRkKyYNsS, whoſe Sta- 
zue was placed on a Monument, in a wwrefiling Poſe 
ture with Time. 


HERE, thrown by time, old Parkyn's laid; 
The firſt fair fall he ever had. 


Nor time, without the aid of death, 


Could e' er have put him out of breath: 
All elfe he threw, and will thoſe twain, 


As ſoon as he gets up again. 


4.0 3 TE 
Some little time after the total defeat of the Scotch * 
rebels by the duke of Cumberland, his royal highneſs, 
accompanied by general Hawley, and lord Albemarle, | 
went to hear divine ſervice ; wherein the preacher. very 
highly complimented the prince on that happy occaſton, ; 
wich general Hawley taking notice of, ſaid, only mind | 
the parſon, Albemarle ! The mmiſter overhearing the re- 
mark, toward the concluſion of his diſeourſe, added, 
but if it had not been for the cowardice of Cope, - and 
the ill conduct of Hawley, his royal highneſs need not 

have gone through one quarter of thoſe fatigues and 
troubles that he hath been obliged to do. — Only mind 
the parſon, Hawley ! returned lord Albemarle. 

Dr. Sherlock had invited ſome g-ntlemen to dine witk 
kim, and complaining of diſeaſes incident to old age, 
faid, that he had grown very dim-ſighted laterly, and 
that often he found himſelf ſeized with that diſorder in- 
ſtantly, and it ſhould holde him an hour or two; ſome- 
times more, and ſometimes leſs; it has come upon me 
ſince dinner, added he, and I declare at this very inſtant 

I can fee no more than that bottle upon the table; I am 
afraid, doctor, your diftemper is catching, replied one of 
the gueſts, for am ſure ] haue ſeen no more than that 
battle theſe tæuo hours. of „ L | 

Pope the poet, whatever his other qualities might be, 
was noted for pride, conceit, and ill- nature; he was 
one evening at Button's coffee-houſe, where he and a 
ſet of literati were poring over a manuſcript of the 
Greek comic poet Ariſtophanes, in which they found a 
paſſage that none of them could comprehend : as they 
talked pretty loud, a young officer who ſtood by the 
fire, heard their conference, and begged that he =_ 
be permitted to look at the paſſage — Oh! ſays Pope, ſar- 
eaſtically, by all means, pray let the young gentleman look 
atit. Upon which the officer took up the book, and con- 

ſidering a while, ſaid, that there only wanted a note of in- 
terrogation to make the whole intelligible ; which was 
really the caſe: and pray, maſter, ſays Pope, (piqued per- 
haps at being out-done by a red-coat) what is a note of 
interrogation? A note of interrogation, replied the 

youth, with a look of the utmoſt contempt, is a {zztle 
crooked thing that aſs queſtions. An 


- 


„ 
on. i290 ATTORNEYS. 


WILL is an arch, and artful knave, 
Bob full as artful is, but grave. 
Will, with a tongue as ſmooth as oil, 
Would even the elect beguile. 
Bob's half ſhut eyes and formal face, 
Evince him a true babe of grace. 
Will ne'er pretends religious merit; 
Bob has the form, but not the ſpirit; 
Whoſe inward man contrives to ſtarve you, 
Whilſt th'outward hopes in God to ſerve you. 
Will will by no means e'er come nigh, 
The direct paths of honeſtj; 
Hut thro? long, dark and crooked ways, 

His clients leads into a maze. 
John does the likeg a diff*rent road 
Brings all his to the fame abede. 
One's way the right hand, one's the left is, 
Till client ſoon of all bereft is. 
For when bewilder'd, and aſtray, 
They both devour their proper prey. 

= Tell us, my maſter, if you can, 
Is Will, or Bob, the juſter man ? 


ANSWER. 


Both knaves alike; to you, the worſe, 
Whoſe hand ſunk deepeſt in your purſe. 


. 


YOU often averr'd Tm the perfecteſt wit, 
That ever you ſaw, or convers'd withal yet; 


And I in return have as often profeſt, 

That of all womankind, you're the faireſt and beſt, 
The aſſertions of both, are equally true, 

For as you laugh at me, ſo do laugh at you. 


P16 M. 
PHILANDE R loads his board with noble fare, 


And every one that comes is welcome there: 


Be wife, Philander, ope thine eyes, and ſee, 


They love thy Burgundy, but laugh at thee. . 
| OY N oth EPISTLE 


( 6 ) 


A very ſmart reply once was given to Sir John Strange, 
{whoſe father was a ſhoe-maker) who was not . 
able for treating the witneſſes with too great civility. 
In a trial between the company of cordwainers, plain- 
tiffs, againſt a perſon for exerciſing the trade of a 
ſhoe- maker, not having ſerved his time thereto; a wit 
neſs, on behalf of the company was thus interrogated 
by Sir John. Here, you fellow, tell me, don't you 
think, that as the defendant has carried on the buſineſs 
ſeveral years, that he underftands taking meaſure and 
making ſhoes as well as you who ſerved your time to it. 
No, replied the fellow, zor you xeither, for all your fa- 
ther was a ſhoe-maker. | 

A noble Engliſh captain, who, when the town of 
Calais was loſt, (which was not the laſt footing we had 
in France) being jeered by a Frenchman, and aſked, 
Now. Engliſhman, when will you come again to France ? 
anſwered, Oh, Sir, mock not, when the fins of France 
are greater than the fins of England, the Engliſhmen will 


come again 10 France. | 

The archbiſhop of Bourdeaux, who in effect is lord 
high admiral of France, was to be general of a great 
fleet; the duke De la Volette came to his houſe in Bour- 
deaux one morning to viſit him; the archbiſhop ſent 
ſome of his gentlemen to deſire him to have a little 
patience, for he was diſpatching away ſome ſea com- 
manders, and that he would wait on him preſently : 
the little duke took a pet at it, and went away to his 
houſe at Cadilac - about fifteen miles off. The next 
morning the archbiſhop came to pay him the viſit, and 
to apologize for himſelf; being come in, and the duke 
told of xt, he ſent his chaplain to tell him, 7hat he was 
newly fallen upon a page of St. Auſtin's Civitate Dei, and 
außen he had read the chapter, he auculd come to him. | 

An Iriſh lawyer, pleading before a judge in that king- 
dom, faid, . his client was a poor man, who got: his 
livelihood by making tin plates of iron. Tin plates of 
iron ! cries the judge; what do you mean by that, Sir? 
Arrah, ſays he, your lordſhip knows well enough what 
1 mean; why, I mean, that they are not tick, "A 

| A 


4%) 
EPISTLE from a Country Parſon, to his Friend 


in London. 


Dear Sir, 


REGARDING neither blame nor praiſe, 
Whether I merit birch or bays, 
For once I will attempt in rhime, 
To tell you how 1 ſpend my time. 
Imprimis then, in ſummer-weather, 
The ſun and I do riſe together; 
'Then hurrying William out to plough, 
I call to Anne to milk her cow; 
'Fhen take nry cane, and walk at eaſe, 
To ſee what pigs are in my peaſe, 
Where, if I ſpy the grunting ſnout, 
I clap, and Keeper hunts them out ; | 
Then mend the gap by driving ſtake faſt, 
And home again to take my breakfaſt. 
Now all the time till breakfaſt ends, 
We talk o'er all our Ongar friends: 
j And thus, perhaps, my wife begins, 
: And ſo it ſeems, Sir John has twins! 
How ſtrange, ſays ſhe, do things go on, 
Some can have two, while ſome have none, 
Now ſuch diſcourſe to me is grating, 
So ] turn off to other prating ; 
And talk of Sir John Byfield's marrying, 
And lady Mary's late miſcarrying. 
Or any other foreign chat, 
To rid her head and thoughts of that: 
Though whiſp'ring now my thoughts to thee, 
1 think it hard, as well as ſhe, 
But tell me, do your cheeks ne'er burn? 
For you are talk'd of in your turn; 
Nay, ev'ry one, without a lye, ſir, 
From good Sir John to poor Will Spicer. 
Now loit'ring thus, as long as fitting, 
I to my book, and ſhe to knitting ; 
But by the way of talking this, 
We never part without a kits 
[Continued at page 62.] 


And 


9 
A gentleman having ſupped at a friend's houſe in the 
city, and ftaid very late, had a coach called from 
Temple- bar, and ordered the driver to ſet him down in 
 Berkeley-ſquare ; the coachman, vexed at fo long a fare 
ſo late at night, grumbled very much; and as Fe was 
mounting the. box, ſwore that he ſhould be glad to drive 
him to hell. When they arrived at the houſe, the gen- 
tleman called the fellow into the parlour, and told him 
of the wicked expreſſion he had heard from his mouth; 
and aſked him, what he meant by it? The fellow re- 
plied, he was ſemewhat cronies at being to go ſo far 
at that time of night, and craved his pardon ; But, ſays 
his employer, do you conſider you filly raſcal, that if 
it were poſſible for you to drive me into hell, you mult 
go in firſt yourſelf. No, no, maſter, anſwered the coach- 
man, I could have provided againſt that well enough. 
How can that be; ſays he. There is no occaſion for 
any more words, pleaſe your honour, replied the fellow, 
it is all over now. The gentleman, however, ſtrenu- 
_ ouſly inſiſted on knowing what he meant, by ſaying he 
had provided againſt going into hell firſt. When the 
coachman replied, why, to tell you the truth, 7 ould 
hade backed your honour in. The gentleman could not 
forbear laughing heartily at this alu, and calling the 
1 an arch dog, gave him a ſhilling to drink his 
zealth. Fe | N 
A ſea-faring man having been cleared by an act of 
inſolvency, after he had been many years a fugitive for 
debt, burſt out into the following joyful exclamations; 
this is indeed a moſt happy year to me; I have got clear 
of my debts, of a moſt extravagant wife and family, and 
obtained my liberty : the parliament, * God bleſs em] have 
 ſpunged out my debts, my wife in my abſence hath married 
another huſband, and the Lord hath taken my children 10 
himſelf. . | 
A letter was wrote by an Iriſh gentleman to a correſ- 
pondent in England, in which was this extraordinary 
poſtſeript. My gear foul, as the contents of this leiter ate 
of the moſt material conjequence, you cannot be too cautious 
| whom you ſend to fetch it from the poft office ; in fb.rt, I 
| Would have you truſt no "_ except Teady, or yourſelf. 


It 
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And every morning thus from Monday, 


I'm thinking what to ſay on Sunday. 


And ſo fit muſing all alone, 


Until our pariſh clock ſtrikes one; 
When from the loweſt ſtair, I hear, 

My wife call out, Come down, my dear, 
For dinner's ready — where I ſee, 

A decent plain frugality : 

'There's nothin 22 nor profuſe, 


A well fed duck, or ſeaſon'd gooſe, 


Or beans, or peaſe, or barn-door hen, 
Or roaſted pig, my due from ten; 
Nor in the ſeaſon am without, 

The ſilver eel, or ſpeckled trout: 


And though I almoſt keep from wine, 


As ſtrict as Jews abſtain from ſwine, 


Vet does my ſide- board never fail 


To furniſh beer, or well-brew'd ale; 


Nor a deſart, when fruit is ripe; 


And after that I take my pipe. 
That done, why then I nod perhap, 
And lean my head to take a nap. 
Mean while ſome honeſt friend does come, 


And aſks my maid, if Im at home? 


If fifty pounds he rent a year, 
I beg him then to draw a chair, 


- And n the empty jug, 


I call to fetch another mug. 
With him diſcourſing, I am told, 


How at laſt fair, fat cattle ſold, 


And many uſeful things I know, 


As when to plough, and when to ſow, 
When to manure 1s proper time, 


And which is fitteſt dung or lime. 


So talk we, till he leaves my houſe, 
Then thank him, and falute his ſpouſe ; 


And being of a well-bred nation, 
He fays, he'll uſe my commendation ; 
*T'is well accepted by the dame, 
And ſhe returns it with ſome cream. 

[ Continued at page 64.] 


( 63 ) 

It was a maxim of a late miniſter of ſtate, that all 
mankind were to be purchaſed, come but up to their 
price, and he had but too much reaſon for his declara- 
tion; it was a matter of diſpute in a mixed company 
whether that gentleman had any honour, and, which 1s 
wonderful, it created much warmth on both ſides, and 
might have ended tragically, if one of the perſons pre- 
ſent had not-luckily play'd the moderator, by archly in- 
terpoſing, that it would be odd, indeed, if he had not 
honour, who had purchaſed half the honour of the na- 
tion: which being afterwards officiouſly echoed to the 
great man's ear, he rejoined with a haughty ſneer, Ie 
was a purchaſe eafily made. | | 

A perſon having a good ſtomach, was invited to din- 
ner, but having Hes extraordinary buſineſs he ſtayed 
till they had almoſt dined : how to get his belly full he 
could not tell, but ſits down very melancholy in a chair 
ſays he, it was a ſad accident that happened to your 
neighbour Green juſt now, for looking out at the win- 
dow, . he put both his eyes out ; away the company runs 
to this neighbour's houſe ; in the mean time he makes 
an end of their dinner for them : at their return, they 
told him they did not think he was ſo great a har; ſays 
he again, what J ſay is true, for none can put their heads 
out, but their eyes muſt be out likewiſe. | | 

The famous Sir George Rooke, when he was a cap- 
tain of marines, was quartered at a village where he 
buried many of his men; at length the parſon refuſed 
to perform the ceremony of their interment any more 
unleſs he was paid for it; which being told captain 
Rooke, he ordered fix men of his company to carry the 
corpſe of the ſoldier then dead, and lay him upon the 
parſon's hall-table. This ſo embaraſſed the pneſt, that 
he ſent the captain word, I he would fetch the man 
away, he would bury him and all his company for nothing. 

A gentleman uſed to commend mych the advice of a 

lain old man at Buxton, who fold brooms. A proud 
azy young fellow came to him for a beſom upon truſt, 
to whom the old man ſaid, Friend, haft thou no money ? 
borrow of thy back and of thy belly, they'll nc er aſe thee 

for't, I ſhall be dunning thee every day. 
& 4: | One 
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( 6p ) 
And now the ſun extends the ſhade, 
We walk perhaps in neighbouring mead, 
Cloſe by whoſe verdant flow'ry fide 
The filver waves in murmurs glide. 
Where {porting fiſh with ſudden riſe, 
Datch at the too unwary flies; 
Or where ſome fiſher with his flook 
Warches his float with careful look: 
Or elſe beneath a ſpreading oak, 


I fill another pipe, and ſmoak, 


And fee my lambs their frolics play, 
And ſo your friend waſtes out the day. 
Then home returning, prayers are ſaid, 
Will makes his bow, and all to bed. 


But now methinks, you take me up here, 


What! all to bed without a ſupper? 
Why, faith, I own, I would conceal, 
What *tis no credit to reveal ; 


But yet, 1f that would give you caſe, 
*'Tis picking bones, or toaſted cheeſe., 


And this concludes at preſent, from 


Your faithful, humble ſervant, T'OM.- 


An EPITAPH cn two Lor 


TO theſe whom nature firſt did wed, 
This tomb's a ſecond marriage bed; 
For tho' the cruel hand of fate, 
Could ſoul and body ſeparate, 
Yet could*nt man and wife divide, 
One life they hv'd, one death they dy'd. 
Peace — good reader, do not weep, | 
The lovers only are aſleep. 


® -P- 1 n 4A M. 


BE not vain of your fancied ſucceſs I deſire you, 
Nor think that I love you, becauſe I admire you ; 
A monfter doth doubtleſs deſerve admiration, 
As much as the prettieſt girls in the nation; 
And hourly experience, miſs Molly, will ſhew ye, 
A granny is ſtar'd at as much as a Chloe. | 


—ͤ—)j— — 7ĩcVR — — . — a... dad 
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One day at a viſitation-dinner, a clergyman who 


valued himſelf more upon his wit than he ought, and 
often miſtook a rough kind of abuſe for keen raillery, 
took it into his head to exerciſe his talents upon dean 


Swift, and did ſo very licentiouſly. The dean heard 


him with all the calmneſs in the world ; not taking the 
leaſt notice, nor making any kind of anſwer to any thing 
that he ſaid. At length the biſhop interpoſed, and check- 
ed the petulance of the fnarl ; (for that was the name 
he was known by.) The dean immediately then ſaid to 
the biſhop, Memus, my lord, was' always admilted to the 
feaſt of the gods, and privileged to ſay what he pleaſed there. 

A gentleman living in Jamaica not long ago, had a 
wife not of the moſt agreeable humour 1n the world ; 


however, as an indulgent huſband he had bought her. 


a fine pad, which ſoon gave her a fall that broke her 
neck. Another gentleman of the ſame neighbourhood, 
bleſſed likewiſe with a termagant ſpouſe, aiked the wi- 
dower if he would ſell his wife's pad, for he had a great 


fancy for it, and would give him what he would for it. 


No, ſaid the other, I don't care to /ell it, for 1 am not 
ſure that I ſhall not marry again. 8 

A gentleman, who pretended to be a great contro- 
verſionaliſt, and was fond of religious diſputes, was in 
the coffee-houſe in Bath talking of the fathers ; of whom 
he was ſo ignorant, that having occaſion to mention 
St. Origen, he called him St. Original: St. Original, 
{aid his antagoniſt, who is that St. Original? Oh, ſays 
a nobleman who ſat by, the maſter of the ceremonies. 

Naſh was once propoſing a charity ſubſcription 1n 
Wiltſhire's room at Bath, when Sir William * was 
preient : and after he had delivered a ſentence to the 


company, he repeated it aloud in Sir William's ear. 


What doſt bellow thy nonſenſe in my ears for? ſays the 
knight; Becauſe, replicd Naſh, on the/e occaſions you are 
generally deaf. | x 

A perſon having two very ungracious ſons, the one 
robbed him of his money, and tother of his goods: 
his neighbour coming to condole with him, told him, 


He might ſue the county, for he had been rel bed between Son 


and yon, | | 
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| E 
] To one that recommended SACK to 4 fat Man to make 


him lean. 


I wonder'd much, my friend, what you could mean, 
To ſay, that drinking ſack would make one lean, 
| But now I find, that I miſtook you clean. 
þ For th'other day, I met one whom I know 
[| Fear'd fatneſs much, but he had ply'd ſack fo, 
[| That faith, unleſs he lean'd, he could not go. 
| Excuſe me then, for now I ſee your meaning, 
[| "Tho? ſack won't make one lean, twill make one leaning. 


An EPITAPH en a PoTTER. 


HE that in clay 
His chiefeſt truſt repos'd, 
Is now in clay, 


| #9 | Inſtead of duſt, inclos'd.. 
| T, 7 a CAPTAIN i the Army, who loft both his Legs. 


CAPTAIN, by wars ſome people 
Got not one thing ; | 

You got a brace of wooden legs, 

BR 'That's ſomething.. | 

[| 2 Others loſt much ; 

[ But when you next go hence, 

2h Loſe both your legs, 

| You'll loſe but eighteen-pence. 


[| EPIGRAM oz 4 beautiful Lany, pgſeſſed of ar 
| | beautiful a SON, excepting that each of them had 
met with the Misfortune to loſe an Eye in the Small-pox.. 


ON one fide ſweet Maria's blind, 
Young Sammy on the ther, 

Yet ſcarce another fault you'll find, 
In Sammy or his mother. 


O lend, fair boy, thy other eye, 

To make thy mother's two; 
Then ſhe with Venus? ſelf may vie, 

Aud with blind Cub id YOu, 


— : SONG. 
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A clergyman in Cornwall, taking his text from the 
goſpel of St. Matthew, chap. viii. ver. 14. Aud Peter's 
evife's mother lay fick of a fever, had preached for three 
Sunday's ſuccefively on the ſame ſubject : ſoon atter- 
wards, two fellows going acroſs the church-yard when 
the bell was tolling, one aſked the other, if it was not 
for Gaffer Burton? No, no, replied he, Burton's got 
out again: nor, I'Il be rot if I do know who. it is for, 
unleſs it be Peter's wife's mother, for ſhe has been fick of a 
fever thee three Weeks. | 

A gentleman being greatly indiſpoſed, his lady ſent 
a ſervant for an eminent phyſician, that lived in the 
neighbourhood ; but the fellow inftead of doing the bu: 
ſineſs that he was ordered, of his own head fetch'd the 
family undertaker ; his miſtreſs very ſeverely repri- 
manded him for the miſtake. Madam, you need not 
be ſo angry with a body for being ſo careful of your 
money and time for you, rephed the fellow, F had 
not ſecured this gentleman juſt now, perhaps you might not 
abe had him when you wanted him, which" will be in 


about fix or eight hours at fartheſt, and then there's the 


doctor's fees ſaved into the bargdin. 


A proud parſon, and his man, riding over a common,, 


ſaw a ſhepherd tending his flock, and having à new 
coat on, the parſon aſked him, in a hanghty tone O 


gave him that coat? The ſame, ſaid the ſhepherd] that 


cloathed you, the pariſh. The parſon, nettled at this, 
rode on, muttering, a little way, and thea bade his man 
go back, and aſk the ſhepherd, if he'd come and kwe 
with him, for he wanted a fool. The man going ac- 
cordingly to the ſhepherd, delivered his maſter's meſ- 
ſage, and concluded, as he was ordered, that his maſter 
wanted a. fool, Why are You going away then, ſaid the 
| ſhepherd. Ne, anſwered the other. Then you may tell 


your maſter, replied the ſhepherd, his living can't main- 


zain Three of us. 
A pragmatical young fellow, fitting at table over 
againſt the learned John Scott, aſk'd him, Whit diffe- 


rence there was hetween Scot and Sot? Tuft the breadth 


of the table, anſwered the other. 


An 
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$50 . 
TOBY SWILL 


Has ne'cr his wall, 
Tho? drunk each night and day; 
But ſoon as e'er _ | 
The reck'ning's call'd, 
Then Toby ſneaks away. 
Toby laughs, 
And puns, and quaffs, 
Untill a bill is call'd, 
That ſtrikes him dumb, 
He's then hum drum, 
And all his mirth is pall'd. 
Pay but his ſhot, 
*T'is all forgot, 
And he again is gay: 
He'll Rand the rub, 
| Of a whole club, 
1 To drink, and not to pay. 


. R . 
|| WHY ſhould thoſe eyes, Florella, wear 


| | | A chilling ſcorn to me, 
Þ Yet ardent gaze on one who ne'er 
I! | Yet felt a ſigh for thee ? 
Or why, if you are not decreed 

To eaſe another's pain, 
= - Am I not of my paſſion freed, 
=: Or you of your diſdain, 
| Forbear, fond youth, Florella ſaid, 
if And blame not me, but fate; 
| You're doom'd, alas! — by her betray'd ! 
To love, and I to hate. 


The CHARACTER of a certain LADY. 


HER voice is as clear as the ſtream, 
Her character light as the ſun; 
Her dealings are hard as a ſtone ; 
But her promiſe is ſure as a gun. 


— 


2 . Mut oats Ws 
* 


E PI- 


( 69 ) 
An Iriſhman ſaw the ſign of the riſing ſun as he 
paſſed through ſome of the ſtreets, not far from the Seven 
Dials, and underneath was wrote, A. MO ONE, the 
man's name who kept it being Aaron Moone. The 
Iriſhman thinking he had diſcovered a juſt cauſe for 
triumph, roars out to his companion, only fee, Teady ! 
— blood and fire, ſee here! —they talk of the Irith 
bulls; only do but ſee now ! — here's a fellow puts up 
the riſing ſun, and calls it A. Moore / | 
Seven Jack tars, having hired each his horſe, at an 
inn at Chalfount near Uxbridge, which horſes lately 
belonged to a regiment that was broke; an officer 
ſeeing them galloping very faſt, ſaid to ſome of his 
friends, ſtanding at the inn door, I will now ſhew you 
ſome diverſion ; at which time the tars on full ſpeed, 
with their heads over their horſes, were come to a 
brook that ran acroſs the road ; and upon the officer's 
crying out, Halt, the horſes ſuddenly ſtopped, and 
threw them all into the brook, to the no ſmall enter- 
tainment of the ſpeRators. | 

Quin, the player, being on a road near to a pound, 
was overtaken by one who thought to paſs a jeſt upon 
him; and throwing a ſhilling into the pound, ſaid, 
There, Quin, that's one pound one. No, you raf 
cal, replied Quin, ut as you will pay your debts, one 
ſhilling in the pound, 

Mr. Jones being expelled the houſe of commons in 
Ireland, a punſter ſaid, this was not In {-go Jones, but 
Out Igo Jones. | | 

From ſome literary anecdotes, we learn, that a new 
edition of the celebrated tragedy of Merope, written by 
the Marquis Maffei, is lately publiſhed at Verona. 
The ſixth ſcene of the ſecond act of this excellent piece, 
contains a paſſage truly pathetic and ſublime. The 
wife of a noble Venetian having loſt her only ſon, aban- 
doned herſelf to deſpair. A prieſt endeavouring to 
, comfort her, bids her recolle& that God had command- 
ed Abraham to plunge a poignard into the boſom of his 
own ſon, which he obeyed without murmuring. . A, 
reverend father, ſaid ſhe haſtily, the Almighty would 
ue ver haze enjoined a mother to mate fuch a ſacrifice. 
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1 EPI TAP H r Mr. Snor R, when ruhe 
= | God to call him. 

i ' BELOW in bed, 

. | Lies honeſt Ned, 

bi Who harm ne'er did, or meant of; 

i f Who had. no ſpice 


il Of heinous vice, 
it 0 little to repent of. 
| 0 With heart fincere, 
i And friendly ear, 
1 He freely dealt his pelf; 
In life like this 
Whate'er's amiſs, 


Corre& it in thyſelf. 
13 | O true HAP PIN ESS. 


l LONG have I ſougat the wiſh of all, 
True happineſs to find, 


WM Which ſome will wealth, ſome pleaſure call, 
os And ſome a virt'ous mind. 
Ll . Sufficient wealth to keep away, 
| | Of want the doleful fcene 
1 And joy enough to gild the day, 
| And make life's courſe ſerene. 
[ © Virtue enough to alk the heart, 
| | „ Art thou fecure within? 
I Haft thou perform'd.an honeſt part, 
1 3088 Haſt thou no private ſin? a 
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This to perform, theſe things poſſeſs, 
| Muſt raife a noble joy, 

Muſt conſtitute that happineſs, 
— Which noching can . | 


